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3 TUB HEUOBT 



A GOOD AND WISE MOTHER 

■WHO, -WHEN Olf BABTB, TAUaHT UB TO LOTS 



WHO 18 IS HSATSK. 



"Do Thm, IiDfd m; Qod, Inspire th; serruiti, m; bntlinD. that >i> 
nuij u tsad th*» pigM mar, >■* th; altar, TBmaatHr HaniDa, U17 faajid- 
maid, wit^ Pabidufl h« hiubandt through whom Thou broufhtcat ma Into 
Ihia lUs."~iR, Atijvjinu'i Ctmfeuiotu. 
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Qdond, panoi m traTanxT ma men, 4t vos doule 
Hon fCBur de flls pouvoit k roB pieds h r^paodre 
Et ryrB ^OK en toiu de la Jole ou da pleim ; 

AvBct llwtm oil, briBant h bonhaur domtatlque. 

Bleu Tous pla^a ptua haut que ixu amoura humat 
Loraque ma \&vn eaoor a'appuy^t aur voa maioa, 



al tit>p peu die, o'eM 11 ma peine ai 
qu'nn boa fOi doit dire miUe foie 
tjewt a*il » pautf taa peinea d^uiu m 



Wbile I oonid tOU beliold thee, dtltl oonlil bear— 
Whlls 'mid Uij toila, to; mother, and thf grief, 

Kj flliat heart might atiU have nestled nea:r. 
And made tbee seek in ecnilceor tears relief ; 

Before that hour when, brewing our hqme-liliae, 

Uod placed thee high o'er human lore and care- 
While yet my Ijpa tbj gentle liond wuld kisa. 
While thou mat yonder in that qnalnt old chair : 

Too Dltan baTe I checked m; heart's fond play, 
Too seldom s^d (keen now the panglpiDve!) 

What each true son a thousand times should aay 
To pay (what can I) the pains of moCher'a lore. 
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PREFACE. 



This little volume is intended as a companion to my 
book of Euohamtic Yerses, " EmumrBL," whicli 
was pu'bliehed two years ago, and which, after passii^ 
thTough four editioBB at home and in the United 
States, is now kept pennanantly in two forms — » 
sixpenny edition for more general nse, and also the 
original neater edition redneed in price. 

In the pages deroted to the saints, many names 
are absent which might naturally be eonght for there. 
The reason is that almost aU these Terses found 
themselves written accidentally, tot the most part 
many years ago, without any view to their forming 
items in a collection of this sort. I am not without 
hopes of being able to supply in a third series of 
"Altar Flowers" some of the omissionB and short- 
comings of this volume and its predecessor. 

The first of the Anathematismi of St. Cyril, which 
were approved by the Council of Ephesus, may serve 



as a link between " Emmahttbi." and "Madonna." 
" Si quit non eonfiUtw Deum veri »»t$ EmmanueUm et 
propttrea Dei genitrictm mm lanetam virginem — ptperit 
enim tecwtdum eamem Verium camtm factum — anathema 
tit." — " If any one does not confess that God is truly 
Emnmnuel \_Godmih u»] and that the Holy Virgin 
is therefore Mother of Ood — for she brought forth 
according to the flesh the "Word made fleah — let him 
be anathema." 

I earnestly commend "MAiKiNitA." to the care of 
Her after whom I have dared to name it, as well as 
to the Mnd favour of the numberless sodalities of 
her children — Enfatdt de Jfart»— those especially in 
whose pious exercises it is my privilege to take part. 

Masf, 18S0. 
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IN MEMOEIAM 
0. W. E* 

Oua tonnes are loosed, for thou art dead ! 

Out hearts may utter 'what they feel. 
We dared not, till thy spirit fled. 

Our worship and our lore rereal. 

Bnt God has ended thy long pain, 
Thy term of forced repose la run. 

Eind friends to keep thoe strove in Tain — 
God's trill be done, Ood's will be done ! 

His gracious will had struck thee down 
Wnile fmitfullest thy labonra seemed ; 

For God would finish thu» thy crown, 
And not as proud affection dreamed. 

'We dreamed thy ripened wisdom still 
Uight train the toggarth* of our race ; 

And tnat thy reverend form might fill ' 
For many a year its lofty place ; 

* " Fnr for ths khI of ChailH Willum UnissU, I 
ddant o( UxjTuxMi Coll(«o (ia."-'«=n' -i- ■■"* 
KUi, IMO, in U» 69tb J«u of hit 
prleitliow]."— JftiMuBrif Card. 



i.GtHli^lc 



That thou vouldst epend thyself still more 
In serving all, thy aid who sought, 

And using well the treasured lore 
By many a studious vigil bought. 

But suddenly thy course is checked, 
Thy hand its toils reluctant stays ; 

And many a hope and plan are wrecked, 
'Mid sleepless nights and voikleas days. 

Three patient years of painful rest 
Ere yet the generous heart grew still. 

"We wanted thee — but Qod knows best, 
And welcome be bis holy wHl ! 

He would thy meek endurance prove, 
And so He willed thee long to be 

Tbe grateful object of that love 

Two kindred hearts poured out on thee : 

Two faithful wedded hearts as pure, 
As rich, as noble as thy own — 

(He will remember you, be sure, 

Dear friends, before the great white 
Throne). 

Farewell 1 Thy strong and tender heart. 
Thy earnest will, thy spacious mind, 

Had well and fully played their part. 
Though more, we thought, remained 
behind. 
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Much do we know, yet little know 
Of all the worth that filled thy days ; 

For thy fine nature hat«d ehow, 
Did good by stealth, and shrank from 
praise. 

In TOheroB of duty wide apart. 

Thy calm, unresting zeal fonnd scope ; 

Of many a home and many a heart 
The comfort thou and stay and hope. 

Yet none of those who prized thee best 
To pain thee with their praise might dare ; 

And hearts with gratitude oppressed 
Could only whisper it in prayer. 

Bat thou art gone ! And now we may, 
tlnchidden, all out love proclaim. 

And vow, whilst we behind thee stay, 
To honour and to bless thy name. 

Farewell ! Whate'er the future brings 
To UB — no longer by thy side — 

'Twill urge us on to higher things 
To think that thou hast lived and died. 
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' Tib maity a year since a little child 

Was wont to pore o'er the pages 
That kild the tale of Tu-gius mild, 

Of martyrs and sainted sages, 
Till he learned to love the saints above 

Like sisters and like brotheTS : 
May his little book light ap that lore 

In his heart grown old, and others ! 
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MADONNA. 



QUE LADY'S MAQNtPIOAT. 
JUSTTS taeehai. Not alone 
"When at the last He vould atone 
By BJlenoe for our sinful speech — 
Like lesaon He was wont to teach 
Throughoat his toilsome exile here. 

And She, most near to Him, most dear, 
Learned veil that lesson. Few the words 
'Which, sweet as innocent song oj birds, 
Fell from our Lady's lips ; and they 
Back into silence sank away, 
TJimoted, save a phrase or two 
Which Holy "Writ keeps ever new, 

Once only did her aonl £ow o'er : 
When at her cousin's cottage door 
Her grand Magnifieat out burst . 
And mark how calmly from the first 
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[4 UADONNA. 

Her high exulting epiarit soared : 

" Hy Boul doth magnify tlie Lord, 

Who from on high halih deigned to bless 

His lowly handmaid's lowliness. 

Lo ! henueforth generations all 

Shall blessed and thrice blessed call 

Me nnto whom the Mighty One 

Hath in his might such great things done." 

Oh ! God be praised who laid our lot 
"Within that Church which grudges not 
The title thou thyseli didst claim. 
Yes, " Blessed Virgin" is the najne 
Which Christian hearts with joy bestow, 
Thy prophecy fulfilling so. 

We were before thy prophet-soul 
When Qod the future did outroll 
Distinct and clear before thine eye 
In that meek hour of ecstasy. 
Of m thou thoughtest, not of those 
Who blame each word of praise that flows 
From loTing hearts in prayer to thee — 
Who coldly carp and chide, while we 
As Qod's true Mother bless thy name 
And thee for our own Mother claim. 

If scandals, heresies, mutt come, 

'Tis well that sign there should be some 
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OUR LADY'a MAQmFia4T, 

For all, and not a learned few, 

To mark the false creed from the true, 

Flain to all simple hearts and pure. 

Thou, Mary, art that sign secure ! 

Scarce other " N^ote" faith's instinct needs 

Than the Hail Mary and the Beads. 

How, then, darea heresy to raise 

A standard which itself betrays — 

This jealousy of Her who bore 

The Lord whom we and they adore ? 

Yes, all who lore the Crucified 

Uust cherish her who stands beside, 

To us in that dread moment given 

As Uother, and who now in heaven, 

Mother of Jesus glorified, 

Within his heart and at his side 

For over holds a mother's place. 

Hail, Queen of Heaven ! Hail, full of grace ! 

Nor let the impious slanderer say 
That Mary's clients turn away 
The worship due to God alone, 
And lift a cieatnre to his throne. 
Was e'er Uie vilest fanatic 
Duped by this hideous, lying trick 1 
The simplest crone that tells her beads — 
Her cross the only book she reads — 
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16 MADONMA. 

EnowB veil tliat She, upon whose breast 
The Bahe divine doth sweetly rest, 
Is still a woman, meek and mild, 
Though Jesus, Jesus, is her Ohild ! 

They, too, who raise this parrot-cry 

Of a besotted bigotry. 

Know well,, themselves — for o'er and o'er 

We've stooped to tell them — we adore 

One only Gh)d, of lords the Lord, 

Eternal Trinity, whose word 

Made all created things to be. 

And, foremost of mere creatures. Thee ; 

Thee, Uary, whom God raised bo high 

That saint and angel come not nigb. 

Nay, they who Mary's prayers disdain, 
If they the Christian name retain — 
(Those wretched souls who half deny 
Themselves, their Mater, we pass by) — 
Believe or to believe pretend 
That God once deigned on earth to send 
His Son, co-equal God, to be 
Our bloody ransom on the Tree ; 
And they believe that God as man, 
Living and dying, wrought thia plan — 
True Man, true God, both then and now, 
And his true Mother, Mary, thou ! 
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OXT& UQY'S lUGlIinOAT. 

Ye, then, who love the Child, for ehame t 
Blaapheme no more the sacred Dame 
Of Mother, nor presume to part 
Wliom Ood for erer, heart to heart, 
Hath joined as 8on and Uother. 

Thou, 
Mother of my Qod, -wilt now, 
And always to my dying day. 
Be unto me a Mother. Pray 
That never till the day I die 
May I by word or deed deny 
The lore which fills my heart and mind 
For thee, true Mother of mankind ! 
And when thy Son tlie sign has given, 
Take me, Mother, home to heaven. 



h. Google 



MEMOEAEE* 
Seuembeb, holy Maiy, 

'Twas never heard or known 
That any one 'who sought thee 

And made to thee his moan — 
That anyone who hastened 

For shelter to thy care 
Was ever yet abandoned 
And left to his despair. 
- No, never, Blessed Tirgin, 

Most merciful, most kind! 
No sinner criea for pity 
Who does not pity find. 

None, none, holy Maiy ! 

•I/BBt Ulf mdar ihoold not have off bf heart ths prafsr wMoh hu lMi( 
b««n Iw le nuuT hcarii R fixjtx of pndilutioD, ire gire it han :— 

Mtmontre, pUarima Vtno M«ri», nan ma andltnm a uMula,iiaaiqiiuu 
ad tnacnmntam prcsidis, tua UDpLoraiLtom auzUia, toa petentem BOAraffia, 
MM denUotam. E(o, tlli anlmataB cocfldentla, ad Is, Vilfo ylr^um, 
Hater, anns. Ad t« Tenia ; coram ts gemsng pucMot luitta. Noli, Kater 
T«rbl, Terba mea dopiseis, Kd audi pro^tia et eiandL 

The faUowiug Is one ol the beet ot the Eneliih TenioiiB in dm :— 

Bemember, moit gmioas Virgin Mary, that nerer iraa it heud of in 
■nr age, that asjone who fled to thy proleellon, implored thy help, and 
■onfbt tliy Intaroaiilon, ma left unatded. Inspired vith tMa ooiiftdenoe, I 
fl7 onto thee, Virgiii ol virgins, my Mather. To Ihee I oeme ; befSre Ihee 
I stud sintnl and Hmwful. O Uothet of the Word Incamal«, despln 
not my petitkms, but in thy mercy bear and antwer me. 
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UEItOBABE. 

And SO to thee, my 1 

Witb filial faith I call, 
For JeBUB dying gave thee 

As Mother to u& all. 
To thee, Queen of yirgine I 

Mother meek, to thee 
I run with trustful fondneBB, 

Like child to mother's knee. 
See at thy feet a sinner, 

Groaning and weeping Bore— 
Ah ! throw thy mantle o'er me, 

And let me stray no more. 

No more, holy Maty ! 

Thy Son has died to sare me, 

And from his throne on high 
HIb Heart this moment yeameth 

For eren such as I. 
All, all hia love remember. 

And, oh ! remember, too. 
How prompt I am to pnrpoBe, 

How slow and frail to do. 
Yet BGom not my petitions, 

But patiently g^ve ear. 
And help me, my Mother, 

Most loving and most dear ! 

Help, help, holy Mary. 
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A MAT SONG. 
'Tis Ifay, 'tis May, the Montli of Mary, 

The mouth that we have sighed for long ; 
And earth, ao mute before, and dreary. 

Is baisting out in smiles and song. 
The hedge-rova thrill with anthems gay. 
And vhite lambs o'er t^e green fields play ; 
And earth and heaven keep holiday. 
To velcome in the^welcome May. 

The'gardens chant their odorous psalter 
To her, the mystic Queen of Flovera, 
And lay -with pride on Mazy's altar 

The first-hom of the sunny showers : 
While censers breathe and organs play, 
And sin and sadness pass away, 
And shiea are bright, and hearts are gay. 
For this is Italy's own sweet May. 

This dewy moon of buds we give her, 
From whom the Eoot of Jesse sprung — 

Pure as the lily by the river, 
Joy o'er the mourning world she flung. 

For as the day-star her^ds day, 

Her rising chased the clouds away. 
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A UAY BONO. 

And winter dared no longer stay 

When llaxj dawned — the ChriBtiui May. 

A blighter Maytime blooms above ns, 

With fairer flowers and richer sheen, 
Where she with mother's We will love ns, 
Who, there, as here, is crowned Queen. 
Ah ! listen, Uaiy, while we pray — 
Ah ! take us to thy home one day ; 
lU sunuuer ne'er ehall fade away— 
In heaven it shall be always Uay. 



"ENFANT DE M ABTE." 

" Cheld or Mart." Name of honour. 

Prouder far than kingly crown — 
God Himself to win that title 

From hia heavenly throne came down. 
He the Firat-bom Child of Mary 

Galls us to his Mother's aide, 
Shares with us his dearest treasure : 

"Mother, 'twas for these I died," 

Inunacnlate, nnf alien, 
Tarnished by no breath of sin ! 

Tet I dara to call thee " Mother — " 
Open, Mother, let me in I 
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Thou of Meroy'a self art Uother, 
And tli7 heart is meek and mild ; 

Open wide thy arms and take me 
As a mother takes her child. 

Ood foi^ve those erring Christians 

Who 'would spurn the tender name 
Which with ]oy, at Christ's own bidding, 

Mary's loTJng children claim. 
"Lo, your Mother! " said He, dying; 

Yet some coldly turn away. 
Ah ! forgive them, sweetest Mother ! 

For they know not what they say. 

" Child of Mary." May my feelings. 

Thoughts, words, deeds, and heart's desires, 
AH befit a lowly creature 

"Who to such high name aspires. 
Ne'er shaU sin (for sin could only) 

From my sinless Mother sever— 
Mary's child till death shall call me. 

Child of Mary then forever. 
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TO THE QUEEN OF MAT. 
Uaby, dearest Mother I 

Thy month le come again. 
Of all the months most welcome 

To angele and t<i men — 
The month of birds and blossoms, 

The flowery, sunny May, 
When earth and sty, dear Mother ! 

To thee fond tribute pay. 
And so, dearest Mother ! 

Before the simple shrine 
Which we have decked with flowers 

Because we call it thine, 
We kneel to scatter incense 

And prayer and song for thee : 
Look down, dearest Mother! 

Look down to hear and see. 
Look down on us thy children, 

Mother dear ! look down ; 
The mother's face beams kindly 

When other faces frown. 
Though thou art Queen of Heaven, 

And reign'st in joy above, 
Tot still, dearest Mother ! 

Look down on ua with love. 



h. Google 



AIl ! we have forced thee often, 

All loving aa thou art, 
To turn in fiaduesa from ns, 

Thine eyes — but not thy heart ! 
In grief but not in anger, 

Though ve have tried thee Bore: 
Yet smile ag^, dear Mother ! 

We'll vex thy heart no more. 

By Him who calls thee Uother, 

And bide us do the same — 
By Him, thy Son, who gives us 

A brother's tender name — 
By all the love that yeameth 

Within thine own pure heart, 
Mother ! be a mother. 

And act a mother's part. 

In Heaven's eternal May-time 

"Whose sunlight is the Lamb, 
In the gladness and the gloiy. 

The rapture and the calm — 
We'll praise thee, and we'll bless thee, 

With happy saints above. 
If now, mighty Mother, 

Thou look on us with love. 
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THE MADONNA OF THE 8CH0OLEO0M. 

Look ! 'What is this eweet picture 

That beameth from the -wall ? 
A Mother emiliDg kindly, 

Tet gravely, down on all ; 
A halo round her forehead — 

Through her heart a sword is drawn : 
Ah ! glow, my heart, with welcome — 

'Tie Mary looking on ! 

Has Maiy come to frown us 

Into sober, sullen mood ? 
Ah! no. Although 'twould grieve her 

To see ub wUd or rude, 
She loves us to be merry 

As kids on sunny lawn, 
And feel like happy children 

Whose mother's looking on. 

She knows God's hopes and wishes, 

She knows our daily task, 
And watching how we do it. 

Her mild eye seems to ask : 
3 



' ' All ! know je not, my children, 
Hot aoon your liTea are gone ? 

TRiM serve ye Him whose Mother 
From hearen looketh on ?" 

Have I so prayed and studied 

This week, this month, this year, 
As pleased tliat watchful Uother 

And my angel standing near? 
"VTell, God will deal in mercy 

With what is past and gone, 
If now we strive in earnest, 

Since sh» is looking on. 

If giddy comrades ever 

Should lure my mind away 
From that which all who love me 

Desire from me to-day ; 
I'll firmly hid the tempter, 

How gay soe'er, begone — 
"Ah! hush," I'll say; "be quiet. 

Our Mother's looking on." 

Or worse— if slimy serpents 
Of earth or hell crawl near 

To hiss their filth unholy 
Into my heedless ear — 
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THB UADOSSX 07 THB MTHOOIAOOU. 

m shrink from d'en their ihadow, 
Pleet aa the startled f aim : 

" Ponl fiffiod I I hate and soom Uwe, 
For Haiys looking on." 

Bat not in this scene only 

Of schoolboy vork and play, 
Ifor in the homelike chapel 

Where we the Bosary say ; 
Not now alone bat always, 

Just like her own St. John, 
We'll dwell in Mary's dwelling, 

And think she's looking on. 

We'll tajiay that we're li'ring 

In Joeejdi'B lowly oot, 
Of all the world the grandest, 

Though Cmsar owns it not — 
The old man toiling gladly 

For Him and her from dawn, 
And Jesus waiting, waiting. 

And Uary looking on. 

Thus let ns keep a piohire 

Of Mary in oar heart, 
And from her holy presence 

Let ns never, never part. 
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Hei smile is far the kindeet 

That e'er froni kind heart ehone. 

And it glads one's heart to murmur, 
" My Mother's looking on." 

And, oh ! when all is over, 

Or all begiiui at last — 
"When earth's poor joya and troubles 

Are a dim speck in the past : 
In the glory of God's palace 

May we the wliite robe don. 
And praise the Bon for ever, 

The Mother looking on. 



OUR LADY'S LAMP. 
NiQHT ifi hardly past, the chill dawn brightens, 

Dufy's long day begins its didl routine — 
But a mother's smile makes light the burden, 

For Mary is our Mother and our Queen. 
Happy is the maiden who at rising hastens 

Down in the silence, where the dim stars shine. 
On through the darkness fleeing from her taper,* 

To light the lamp before Our Lady's shrine. 

•AtUutHmainthadepOiot winttftlmgtbataiHrUInlriab XnftuH 
it tlarit intonned bet cMn Xaatan, in a ktto borne bom Khoel : " Ja 
me l^TS i ilx hfliinB, tt, anuitAt habill^ Ja Tail allumer la lampa. derant 
I'autel d« la Saintfl Tierge." 
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Aj, be it only in her heart she lights it, 

Oi like a little maiden that I know, 
Boaatiiig that hers is the daty and the honour 

First to Our Lady's altar-lamp to go. 
FLret of her echoolmates, eagerly she rises — 

" Sweetest of duties, dear Mother, it is mine"— 
(Thus to pious mother writes the pious maiden)— 

" To light the lamp before Our Lady's shrine." 

So in holy convents, where gay children cluster 

Bound the childlike Aagels that guard them well; 
So in holy convents, more tranquil, where thete only 

Live their life of prayer in choir and cell ; 
So in holy homesteads, in the world, not of it. 

Peaceful homes and pure, kind friend, like thine — 
May we all, at least in heart, keep burning 

The lamp of love before Our Lady's shrine. 
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EOSAET EHTMES* 

Iir the name of Father and of Son 
And Holy Ghost, Gfod Three in One, 
And, Maiy, for the lore of thee, 
"We say the holy Bosaty. 

Z. — ^TeS JoTFUI. UTBTBBISa. 

1. — 7it« Annuneiation. 
" HaU, full of grace ! The Holy One, 
The Son of God, shall be thy Son." 
Low spake the handmaid of the Lord : 
" Be it according to Thy word I" 

* BcoDS of th* IndolEOiNi gnutsd to Qis Koury nquln madltoHiai tm 
tli» mjitetiu. Utny tm in the h&liil of mmlioning la eaoh " Hail Xtrj" 
the mjitoiy commonoTAted in each deoado, Qiai : " fileved ii Uia fndt of 
thy »oinb, Jhiu, *ho wu oroiraed with thonu, to." Thii liniki too 
DinDh tlie Sqit of tlia " Hail Maiys," and might at matt ba oosilned to tho 
flnt "Hail Ifiiy'' ot eauli dtcudo. Tht aaaonnotimsDt ot th* mjitaiM 
>a glTon in prayBr-booka may nadlly b« leamad by heart, mu f cdloiriAf 
Tanaa may bs of naa to asoie loc Hilt porpoae. 

It ii eaay to keep in mind that tha Joyful, SDnawrnl, and Qlsitooi Ifja- 
tnla at* aadgned In (Ua aaia* otdo- to Oie Beat thtm dayi of aach vtA 
and than to tlia last thraa, ao that tha JoyflUMTitarlca are thought of irtiQa 
•ajinf tho beada on IConday and Thunday, tbs Bolroirlul cm Tuelday and 
Tildaj, th* Olorioo) on Wsdaeiday and fiatniday. Ai foe tb* Sondi^ 
th« aaaaon of tha jaar datarminea vhioh of tho Hirea Beta of mjatoiiea la 
^propiiata: attar Otuiitmaa, the NatiTlty and othat Joyful KyitatiMi 
afta Baatgr, th* BeanmotlDn and other Glmiani Uyatena; In thapaal- 
lantUl tlia« of Ii«nt ud liTont, th< SOTtowfiil Uyrtario. 
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BOSAST aHTVISa. 



-Tht Vuitation. 



O'er the bleak hilla in Harcli she sped, 
Comfort and grace around to alied. 
" Gtod'e Mother cometh thus to me ! 
Bleat amongst women shalt thou be." 

OI017 to Ood on high ! for low 
Hath He stooped down to heal our woe. 
Glory to Ohrlst our Lord for aye, 
"WhoBhivering in the manger lay. 

4.-1^ Pretmtaliott. 

Clasp Him, old Simeon, to thy breast, 
'Xksn ask of God to let thee rest. 
But, ah I hast thou no gentler word 
For that young Mother than the sword ? 

S. — Thi Findit^ in the T&mph. 

He's lost ! to those fond hearts what ptun! 
He's lost — but joy I He's found again. 
" WeVe sought for Thee with tears, my Son !' 
"Uy Father's woih must needs be done." 
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n. — ^Thb Sobrowfui. Mtbtbbibb. 
1. — The Agony in tht Oarien. 
Cmslied down, Jesus, 'neatli mj sina, 
Thy Heart Its agony begins. 
" Father, thy will, not mine, te done !" 
Thou praye&t, as the red streams mn. 

2. — The Scourging. 

Shudder, my soul, with grief and awe, 
As if ear heard, aa if eye saw, 
How, thick as hail, the lashea fell 
OnHim, " who hath done all things well." 

3. — The Crowning teith Thorm. 

Unmoved shall I behold thy woe. 

Because endured so locg ago ? 

Thou lovest me as truly now 

As when the rude thoma rent Thy brow. 

'^i.—Th« Carrying of tht Croit. 

While up the Mount his Oroaa He bore, 

His Mother tracked Him by Ms gore. 
Till, tottering 'neath the weight. He fell — 
That Mother's anguish who could tell ? 



BOSABY BSTUES. 

5. — 7S« Crvcifixion. 

Nailed to the cruel, ahamef ol Tree 
For three long hours, thy SaTiour see. 
Go, Btaud vith U&ry near the Gross, 
Nor Bhriuk from Bhame, or pain, or loss. 



HI.— The Gloeious 

1 . — Th Returreotion. 

The gloom hath passed £rom earth away,— 
Arise, Sen ! whose smile is day. 
9e who was dead hath eager flown 
To where his Mother moumeth lone. 

2. — The Aieeniim. 
The pageant fadeth up from sight ; 
The gazers, tranced in meek delight. 
Hear white-robed angels chide their pain : 
" He who is gone will come again." 

3.— The Descent of the Soly Ghost. 
With patient longings deep, serene, 
The Twelve are waiting with their Queeoi 
Till God fuim their souls' desire— 
And see ! they £ash, those tongues of fire. 



h. Google 



4. — IR« Assumption. 

Say who ia she who upward Boars, 
Leaning on Him her Boul adores 7 
The Zing of heaven has whispered, " Come !" 
And bids hie Ikf other welcome home. 

5, — H* Coronation. 

Joy in the oourta of Sion ! Bow, 
Saints, angels ! as on Kary's brow 
Gleams bright yon crown of dazding sheen. 
And heaven exultant greets its Queen. 



The blessed beads are nambered all ; 
"H^, holy Queen!" on thee we call 
To hallow all our pilgrim days 
IJito a rosaiy of praise; 
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THE STORY OP MATER ADMIRABIUS.* 

IiT the Oonvent of tbe TrmiU 

De' Monti, ia old Borne, 
Our Lady's montli of floirer and Bong, 

Green leaves, blue sbdes, liad oom« ; 
And joy was in the sonny air, 

And in the garden bowers, 
And joy was in the hearts of bU 

The little birds and flowers. 
But May-time true can only be 

For those to whom the May 
Is dear for Mary's own dear sake : 

And such, in sooth, were they, 
"Who fiTe-and-tweni7 years ago 

Had made their happy home 
In the OoDTent of the Triniti 

De' Monti, in old Rome. 
'Twaa May, and ronnd Our La^s shrine 

They gathered fondly there, 
Those Spouses of the Sacred Heart, 

With wreath, and hymn, and prayer. 

*ritIi«TAUna Uonuin, who wu > faUaw-miker with tlu Tannabl* 
John Bmptlgt Tlumey, Oait i'An, and who wtoM hii bJognphr In m 
nuumer tlmott worVhj ot the sulijeci, hu wrlttoa also a ray attnotlT* 
Tolnnu on tha deroticiii to Ihs HaUr ^dtniniiHt, ot vhloh » 
hM bean psblidud >t Haw Yotk. ] 
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HUDOITNA. 

Tbey mused on all the loTelinesB 

Of every changing phase 
In Mary's hidden life of lore, 

And work, and prayer, and praise — 
"Sidden the moii with Christ in God,"* 

Ere yet the Chriat had come, 
Whilst in the temple Mary found 

Her holy childhood's home. 



Ihia child-like aspect of our Queen, 

Far more than all the rest, 
Touched one amid that virgin band 

And all hei soul posBeased, 
Until in contemplation deep 

The tender vision grew 
A living picture which she fain 

"Would beckon all to view. 
She longs before the eyes of all 

To make that vision Btart 
Of the little maidNL first of all 

To choose the better part. 
And soon her pious wish is gained — 

"Along this corridor, 
Bear sister, many feet shall pace, 

As many paced before : 
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THB BTOKT OF ICATXB ADlOBABILie. 

Bid these mute irallB disconrfie of Her 
Whose daiig;liters fond ore ire, 

That, looking up, our eyes may nnile 
Out Mother'a face to see." 



Then Sister Pauline for her task 

With eager joy prepares — 
Ifo scene that pen inspired hath drawn. 

Or pencil rare, she dares, 
But the little maiden, Maiy, 

In the sacred precincta hiding, 
And through her rounds of vork and prayer 

With meek perfection gliding, 
Ere yet Archangel's pinion thrilled 

Her chamber's lonely calm, 
Ere yet the name of " Mother" fell 

From Jesus' lips like balm — 
While she is still in tendereet bloom, 

A lowly Hebrew maid, 
Lurking within the cool repose 

Of the sanctuary's shade. 
Alone ia holy thought she sits, 

But not with idle hands — 
Touching Yipi modest mantle's hem 

Her busy distaff stands. 
Her open book is fondly laid 

WiUiin the basket neat, 
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Which h<dds material foi her toil, 

On the pavement at hex feet. 
Oa her right hand a lily droops 

Its chalice puie and pale, 
Towards Her, the passion-flowet of QoA, 

The lily of the vale. 
An anreole rims her hooded brow, 

Her eyes ate downward bent ; 
Her heart ? — ah ! all its bnining tagha 

Are upward, heavenward sent. 
And all her outer semblance 

Is dieetful prayer and toil. 
And in her soul a pnril? 

No breath can ever soil. 
And this is she on whom the gaze 

Of the Eternal Three 
Ze riveted with bonndleee love, 

From all eternity. 
She with a Mover's sacred sw&y 

The Omnipotent shall rule^ 
The 3iatv Admiraiilu 

Of Him, the Wonderful.* 

The Sister Pauline's task is done. 

Ah ! many a happy tear 
From the holy and the unful 

Shall steal forth silent here ; 

■ " Hu Duna ihall be lalltd WondeiftiL"— /todu, Iz. t. 



THi noBT or luxn AsuKutLU, 

And miuiy a knee shall bend in faith, 

And many a lip Bhall mj : 
" 3fat»r Aimirabilu ! 

Or a, or a pro nu." 

Such is th,e name ve gire to her, 

Thoug^h Boft^ idioma chooBA 
Madotmina dtl QigUo, 

La Saintt petite FUtnte, 
With other names more sireet and fond 

That cim be said or sung 
By uninspired lips like these 

In this cold Saxon tongue. 
But, if our lips oonld, like ovx hearts, 

In Celtic accents pray, 
Ah ! what a liquid gush of song 

Would well up here to-day, 
For Her the Child Immaculate, 

In the holy place apart. 
Best lored already by that Lore 

Which soon shall own a heabt. 

The twentieth of October's suns 

Shone on the Finoian Hill, 
Just fooT-and-twen^ years ago.* 

What crowds unwonted £11 

•HtDMUudsrfludloi tba fHtinl. 
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The ConTent of the Baored Heart ! 

A heart most like that Heart 
Has come, its saintly beniaon 

As Father to impart. 
Great Fio Nono's pontifi-Boul 

Before that fresco prays : 
" A pioos thought to paint our Qaeen 

In those young years," he says, 
" When she might ahnost seem to be 

Forgotten by us all." — 
Foi^t no longer ! ISot in vain 

Sit lightest word may fall. 
That twentieth of October's suns 

Each after-year has seen 
Our Mater AdmirtAUu, 

Our little child-like Queen, 
Honoured and blessed and glori£ed 

In loying filial ways, 
With holy Mass and festal rito 

And songs of grateful praise, 
In that Conrent of the Q^riniti 

De* Uonti, in old Bome, 
And in all its sister oonrents, 

Like this dear couTSnt-home : 
And the pious fresco, multiplied 

A thousand, million fold. 
By chisel, pencil, dye, and brush, 

Its tale of loTe has told 
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THE erOBT OF lUTEK ADMnUJILia. 

To countless heaita in every nook 

Of Mary's vide domain, 
Spreading hj gentleBt sympatliieB 

Her Soq'b dear-purcliaeod reign. 
And many a gradoos miracle 

"Within the eenses' ken, 
And many seen but by the Eye 

That reads the hearts of men ; 
And many a term of penal fire 

Spared to the souls forgiven ; 
And many a ray of glory earned 

For many a brow in heaven ; 
And many a pure and holy thought, 

And many a contrite tear, 
And many a vain allurement scorned, 

And many a vanquished fear ; 
And many a sorrow, small or great, 

Endured with patient smile ; 
And many a generous victory 

O'er tempter's subtlest wUe ; 
And many a turning from earth's joys 

Tlnto the joy divine — 
O Mat»r AdmirabiUi ! 

These blessed works are thine. 

But we! — ah, yea, not only warm 
Beneath Her manUe here,* 

* Wntlen f«r Dm pupili d(ui Iriih GoiiTeiit of the Su»£ Heut. 



MADOSmJu 

But wliereaoe'er be caat our lot, 

Our Mother's always near ; 
And from the thickest press of life 

Out souls sliall steal apart 
To our Mal«r Admirabilit, 

And Thee, Bacred Heart ! 
Our houiB shall be with Avet strewn, 

And still each heart shall pray : 
" Maler Admiraiilu / 

Ora, orapro me" 
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OUE LADY'S OFFICE AT MATINS. 

{Quern terra, ponttu, lidera, etc.) 

Whou eartli, aad sea, and skies 

Obey, adore, declare — 
"Who rules the world with order wise 

Doth Mary's bosom bear, 

Whom sun, and moon, and all 
Serve in their time and plaee— 

While heavenly graces round her fall 
The Maiden doth embrace. 

Oh, Mother, blest and fair ! 

The Lord supreme who holds 
Within his hand the worlds of air 

Thy virgin womb enfolds. 

Blest with God's message sweet, 
Thou through the Spirit hast 

That Fruit in Whom the nations greet 
Their Long-desired at last. 

Glory, Lord, to Thee, 

The Virgin's virgin Son ! 
To Father and to Spirit be 

Cllory while ages run ! 



TO THE SACEED HEART* 

Heakt of JeeuB, purest Heart ! 
Altar of holineaa thoa art, 
deanse my foul lieart, bo hard and cold, 
And atained b; siiiB bo manifold. 

Take from me, Lord, this tepid vUl, 
Which doth thy Heart with loathing fill ; 
And then infuse a spirit new, 
A fervent epirit, deep and true. 

Host humble heart of all that beat, 
Heart full of goodnees, meek and sweet ! 
Qire me a heart more like to thiue, 
And light the flame of lore in mine. 

But, ah ! were ev'n my heart on fire 
With all the seraphim's desire. 
Till love a conflagration proved — 
Kot yet wouldfit thou enongh be loved. 

That therefore thou may'st worthily 
Be loved, loving Lord, by me, 
That love which in thy Heart doth bom 
Give me, to love Thee in return. 

' Orlginml In Appendix. 



DAirrB a prayer to thb blesskd tikqiit , 

May this th.7 lore's most fieiy dart 
Strike deep and set on fire my heart, 
And in tli&t burning may it be 
Diasolred and utterly consumed in Thee ! 

Death to be sought with yearnings high, 
Thus from lore's violence to die ! 
Ah! may my heart lore's victim prove 
"For the Bedeemer's heart of love ! 

80 let me die for lore of Thee, 

Heart all full of love for me, 
That with a new heart's virgin hoard 

1 may begin to love Thee, Lord ! 



DANTE'S FRATBE TO THE BLESSED 
VIEGIN* 

YiEOiK Mother, Daughter of thy Son, 
Of creatures all the lowliest, loftiest one, 
Term of God's counsel, fixed ere time begun. 

• VtPglns lladn, %1U dal Ho FleUo, fto.— Pnradiio, nuto 31. 
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16 DaNTE 8 PRiTER TO THE BLE8HED VIRGllf. 

Our human race thou hast to such degree 

Ennobled in thy Mater's eye that He 

TTiw creatare's child hath not disdained to he. 

Kindled anew within thy womb's pure ehrine 
Did bum the love beneath whose g\ov benign 
Bloomed in eternal peace this Flower divine. 

Here unto us art thou the noonday light 
Of charity — below in earth's dark night 
Thou art of hope the living fountain bright. 

Lady ! so great thou art, thy power so high, 
Who longs for grace nor breathes to thee his sigh 
"Would have hie wishes without wings to fly. 

Thy bounty succoureth not him alone 
Who asks for it, but oftentimes is' known 
Freely to come ere the demand hath flown. 

In thee all meroy, clemency we find, 

In thee all splendour — all in thee combined, 

Whatever is of good in human kind. 

O Queen who canst whate'er thou wilt! I pray 
That he who hath such wonders seen to-day 
'Neath thy protection ever safe may stay. 
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HYMN TO MARY IMMACULATE* 

BT TBS I^TB OABDINAI. DS dVlBSBL, ABCRBISBOP 



Vraam of yirgiiiB ! thou who art 
Of all the dearest to Qod'a heart, 

Thou gloriouB Queen of all the blest ! 
To thee our fervent hymns we raise. 
Salute thee, bless thee, lore and praise : 

Ah I hear the prayers to thee addressed. 

But who can worthy praises find 
Wherewith to praise thee, Virgin kind, 

Of highest gifts thou fount and spring ? 
All full art thou of graces rare. 
Serene and gentle and all fair, 

The tabernacle of the King. 

Oh I what great things the Mighty One 
Hath unto thee his handmaid done, 

Still adding richer grace to grace ; 
For He who ruleth earth and heaven, 
To thee, below, above, hath given 

A daughter's, spouse's, mother's place. 

• The originiil is Uh Appendix. 
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KASONNA. 

BeloVd ere ^et the world was framed, 
Thee before all God ohose and claimed, 

And bis delight in thee He made. ~ 
From sin not rescued as a prey, 
But freed before in higher way — 

FirBt-fruits of those whose price was paid 

Virgin, truly blessed ! etain 
Did nOTer on thy soul remain, 

"While here thou didat our eiile bear. 
In thy conception sinless all, 
DeliTered from the mighty fall 

By pririlege which none may share. 

While grace with nature strove for thee, 
Grace claimed thee all its own to be. 

And Tietory remained with grace ; 
It kept thee pure, without, within, 
From er'n the faintest trace of sin. 

And raised thee to thy wondrous place. 

Of the new law of lore restored 
New Eve, forecbosen of the Lord, 

The consort of his glorious state : 
Ihou bast the furious dragon quelled, 
And with TictoriouB foot hast held 

Prostrate the fiend of hellish hate. 
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HTMW TO MARY IMMAOULATE. 4 

In pnnBt white thou still hast shoiie. 
Amid the pure thou pure alone 

O'er all the atars hast sped thy way ; 
O'er all the saints of every dime, 
O'er all the angel-choirs sublime 

£xteiidfi the sceptre of thy sway. 

Now at thy Son's right hand on high, 
Thy prayer doth for his mercy cry 

Towards all the ransomed of his blood ; 
Gifts from thy hands potu down like rain— 
Ah ! for na, too, Touchsaf e to gain 

The heavenly life's eternal good. 

Star of the sea to as be thou, 

Lest, as this world's wild waves we plough, 

We perish in the angry tide ; 
Through thee the Saviour has boon given ; 
Be then for ub the gate of heaven, 

Which unto life may open wide. 

Kind, clement Virgin I lead, we pray, 
Lead us securely on our way, 

Until life's banishment is o'er. 
Defend and guard ua to the last. 
Bring us to see, when time is past. 

Thee and thy Son for evermore. 



UADONMA. 

Teacli MB to pray as thou hast prayed, 

To watch, to combat, undismayed. 
Whilst thy approving smile is seen ; 

Thy bounteous gifts upon us shower, 

And ever be in suppliant pover 

The OhoTch's guardian, mother, queen I 

Make us in faith to persevere, 
In charity and hope sincere, 

Unstained by sin's malignant sttun ; 
And may the Sock, whose pastors now 
To thee their fond allegiance tow, 

For ever 'neaththy care remain. 



THE NAME OF MAEY* 

ILiBT ! that holy name hath scarcely died 
Upon my lips, that name immaculate, 
When my torn heart regains its placid state, 

And in my eyes the tears of grief are dried. 

Maiy ! I name Her, and a boundless tide 
Of rapture doth my bosom inundate 
With sweetness so unutterably great 

That, to contain it, all its strength is tried. 

• From an Itillui >Dimet, wbluli !■ glran Id the Appendix. Th* laUiM, 
F&tiiBr Beniy NozD, S.J,, v&sbomlnlSOflpaiiddledinlBAT. ATolunuof 
hii Camilla S4liela, chie£; in a gnai Tsriety of Lutiu mstma, wm pub. 
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UOTHEB UOST FUBX. 

Haiy ! that name secure shall bear me on 
Amid life's perils ; in that mighty qame 
The menaces of fortune I defy. 
And, when my term of mortal life is gone. 
In my last moment Maiy's help I'll claim: — 
Her name upon my lips, content I'll die. 



MOTHER MOST FUEE.* 



AuuTA filiom, 
pia Parens ! 

After auxiiium, 
oulp^ carens ! 

Mater amabUis, 

Et sine labe, 

Mei tam labilis 

Tu curam habe. 

Per tot dlBcrimina 

Serva me purum ; 
Ad mortis limina 
Perdue securum. 



Mother most tender, 
Help thy poor child. 

Haste with thy succour, 
Maid uudefiled ! 

Amiable Mother, 
Stainless and fair ! 

Tate a frail creatuie 
Into thy care. 

'Mid countless perils 
Still keep me pure ; 

On through death's portal 
Lead me secure. 



rof&i Saend Start, Uoj, II 



h. Google 



Quoonmque gentium 

Ire jubetur, 
Terrain TiTentium 

lugredi detui ! 



"Wliere'er my fortune 
Here may be oast. 

The land of the living 
Mine be at last I 



Amabilisaima, 
Post mille dona 

Uea noTisBima 
Tu ape corona. 



Thou, most loving ! 

DoBt thy gifts shower : 
With hope unfailing 

Crown my last hour. 



Tu me (wrtato 

Bono certamine, 
£t cousnmmato 

(Tuo juvamine) 

Yitie curriculo. 

Fide servata, 

Due e periculo, 

Mater amata ! 



When I the battle 

Have fought and won, 
And 'neath thy guidance 

Life's course is run ; 

When, living, dying, 

My faith I've proved. 
Take me from danger, 

Mother beloved! 
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ST. JOSEPH, OUR FATHER 
FATKEB of my Lord ! moBt near aad dear 

To those whom I would fain hold nearest, dearest, — 
Hy lore is growing all too bold, I fear, 

So kind and fatherly the face thou wearest. 
Yet, great St. Joseph ! let me, let me call thee 
Father, and in a father's rights instal thee. 

For thou wast father unto Him who said. 
And bade us say imto the Same, Our Fathrf 

And e'en as one, whose hour of life is sped, 
Will Ms loved kindred round his pillow gather ; 

So did thy Son, our Elder Brother, measure 

His failing breath to leave to us his treasure. 

He from his dying couch (a hard one !) apako 

To John and us : " Behold, behold your Mother !" 

Nay, like thy namesake, when we guilty quake, 
"Fear not," Hewhispers, "am not I your Brother?" 

Thus, Joseph, art thou father to our Brother, 

spouse of Mary ! husband of our If other ! 

Saint, envied most of all the saints in heaven, 
Highest (save One) of all beneath divine. 

To thee, in sooth, most blessed lot was given— 
What heaven has best, on earth was wholly thine. 

Thy head was laid on Jesus' breast when dying. 

And Mary hung above thee, mutely sighing. 



61 MAIIONNA. 

Ah ! by the Badness of that happy hour, 

Haste to my ud when my last hour is come ; 

Patron <rf Death ! prove then thy Bovereigu power- 
Bring me to her— to Him — oh ! bring me home. 

Ibj smile and hen will soothe my sonl's miBgiying, 

When He, thy foster-child, shall jndge the dead and 
Uring. 



SONNET TO ST. JOSEPH. 

Sahttb know thee best, oh, hidden, silent s^t I 
And would that I oould feel a little part 
Of that great love Theresa's kindred heart 

Felt for thee. Foster-father ! But the taint, 

The ehill, ia on my soul ; and few and faint 
The prayers that f lom this earthly bosom dart 
Up to that heavenly throne whereon thou art 

In {[lory, not too high to hear my plaint. 

Fatroa of all who work in hnmble ways ! 
Pray that from pure and earnest motive I 
May fill with patient toil the moments flying; 
Patron of happy death-beds I when my days 

Have r«aahed their term, be thou, dear Joseph! nigh, 
With Mary and with Jesus, while I'm dying. 
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THE JOTS AND S0ER0W8 OF ST. JOSEPH.* 
MiGHTT JoBeph, 8011 of David ! 

High and glorious is thy state— 
Of our Lord the Foster-father, 

Usiy's Bpouee immaculate. 
The Almighty's faithful serrant, 

Of the Holy Family 
Head and father. Oh ! I pray thee, 

Be a father unto me. 

Sorely "was thy boaom troubled 

Till the mystery was revealed 
Which the Lord had wrought in Mary 

Who in patience all concealed. 
But an angel Boon from hearea 

Bids thy loving doubts to cease ; 
So may every care and trial 

Turn for me to ]oy and peace. 

With the Yii^^ young and tender, 

In the winter-time forlorn, 
Thon to Bethlehem didst ]'ouruey 

That our Lord might there be bom- 

* Fiam Ui* Onduin Parvma Sawli /tKfh. 



Ab thy God thou didst adore Him, 
While He in tlie manger lay; 

Nov is He in heaven exalted — 
Turn to Him for as and pray ! 

Flying at the angel's Tarnin^, 

Fat from Heiod's fuiy wild, 
Long In Egypt didst thou tarry 

"With the Yirgin and the Child. 
By thy toil, thy pain, thy Badness, 

In that exile dark and drear, 
Help me in the cares and sorroTrs 

"Which may be my portion here. 

Home from Egypt's land returning, 

Thou wouldst rest in Galilee, 
But to Nazareth art bidden, 

That the Child secure may be. 
Souls retiring, sweet, and humble, 

Thou dost still for Jesus seek : 
That my heart may be his garden, 

Uake it humble, pure, and meek. 

Thou didst search, with loving anguish. 

For the little Jesus lost ; 
But, in finding Him, what rapture 

Pun^sed at that sorrow's cost ! 



^HB JOYS JkXD SOKHOTS OT BT. JOSEPH. 

Thee, my light, my life, my Jesua, 

May I never lose by sin ! 
May my heart be pure and simple, 

So that thou may'st rest therein ! 

Jesus, Mary, hung aboye thee 

On that sad yet happy day 
When, with their fond arms around thee, 

Passed thy gentle soul away. 
Oh ! when death shall come to take me, 

All its terrors I'll defy, 
If, with Jesua and with Mary, 

Thou, dear Joseph, wilt be nigh. 

Thus, glorious Saint, my homage 

I thy grateful client pay. 
Hear my prayer and smile upon me, 

Quide and guard me on my way. 
May I 'neath thy kind protection 

Safely reach my journey's close, 
And with thee, in heaven's bright palace. 

Through eternity repose ! 
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ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST. 
(Jmm 24.) 
Wbsbe Hebron nestles 'mid Judea's hills, 
They paae their tranquil days "Trithoat oom< 
plaint ;"* 
One heart two pore and faithfnl boBoms fills, 

Fit parents for a Saint. 
Their prime is past when to the holy pair 
A child of miracle and prayer is given, 
Scarce claim they in their babe a parent's share, 
But give him all to heaven. 

" And thou, boy ! shalt be of the Kost High 
The prophet ; thou shalt go before his face. 
His paths prepare, and to his world supply 

The light of saving grace." 

But who is this that o'er the hilla with speed 

Bears kindly help and many a loving word ? 
" Ah ! why doth the her lowly cousin heed — 
The Mother of the Lord?" 

'Tis Maiy's arms that fondle first the child ; 
There, too, precursor of her own dear Son, 
Pressed where the Saviour's Heart, so sweet and 

With Mary's beats as one. 

•Luke, i. t. 
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But Mary leaves them soon for Bethlehem, 

For Egypt, Nazareth, and Calvary. 
Not will their son abide at home with them, 
But far from mea will flee. 

Into the wilderness the child has fled. 

The child ? A hero in his ardour brare ; 
The camel raiment, the hard rock a bed. 
And food the locusts gave. 

But, when the hour was come, a voice was heard, 

The Toice of one in the lone desert ciying. 
The Baptist preached by deed as well as word, 
Precursor, too, in dying. 

Ch-eat Saint, whose eulogy the lips divine 

Have spoksn, saying, Greater there is none ; 
Prophet, Apostle, Hermit, Martyr — thine 
Are all the aureolee in one. 

Austere thou art, unearthly, far removed 

From our smooth, selfish, self-indulgent day. 
Ah ! how our sloth is by thy zeal reproved ; 
Yet pity us, and pray, 
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ST. MA-TTHEW. 
{^September 21.) 
..B.....tt~»;»--;.C^,'S.»^.--»-" 

Bade the meek PubUoon"""* 
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She heard thftt call, the royal Ethiop maid, 
IpMgenia, thy heroic child ; 

She changed her crown for one that ne'er can fade. 
And faltered not, but, moekly scornful, smiled 
When the new King, with heathen crime defiled, 

Of her pure heart would rob her Spouse divine. 
Then Hirtacua, with jealous fury wild, 

Slew thee, her teacher, at the altar-shrine : 
And thus a martyr's death for purity was thine. 

Aposde, martyr, first evangelist- 
Like only John, yet martyr more than he j 

Thy greatness, lilce a peak through cloud and mist, 
Looms all the vaster that we dimly see 
Less what thou art than what thou needs must be. 

Chosen of CK>d for purpose so divine, 
Divinest ^ts are surely rife in thee. 

And so my heart hath round thee learned to twine 
Closrar, the more it grows (God help me !) like to thine. 

For thou hast lived too near the beating Heart 
Of Him who wept o'er Lazarus, not to yearn 

In pity towards me and to take my part. 
When sinful ways would call for vengeance 
stem — 



wonl,- 


vholert^ 
rithout que 


atioE, witliout rejerre, wilhoit delay, lo be for htm In 


the Obuoti thB doctor, thB prophet, and ths patron, the oomfort and He 
u cmtuia lo thsir Crulot." 
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Yes, far too loag with Jobub not to earn 
Some of hia kindnese for thy apirit's dover, 

For oft haBt thou, their lesBone sweet to leom, 

Watched ali Us tender looks, ay, hour by hour. 

And all his deeds of grace and all his words of power. 

Came it from thee,* that touching trait which rests 
In fond tradition ?— how that He who said, 

" The foxes have their holes, the birds their nests, 
But /have not whereon to lay my head" — 
How that, one summer's night, Ho made his bed 

Out on the homeless heath, and round Him lay 
The wearied Twelve. And so the dark night sped, 

While slept the Sleepless, He, the Light of day, 
He the All-seeing slept, but rose at dawn to pray. 

Perhaps 'twas thou that, waking up that night, 
Uarked the kind Master steal from each to each. 

As if afraid t»> break their slumbers light. 
With muffled tread and low-breathed, lulling 

speech, 

• No, bnl from St Tettt. Vtn d« lAgaj, in the loctf-nlnlli ohLpta of 
Us cioellsat " lift of OluiBt," joiiu the iuoidsnt vlth thOM vordi at onr 
Lord;," I am not coma to be minigteitd to hut tg mluiiter." "What Pep* 
St. Cltmsnt nUl« ot hig niBiter, Bt. Feio, maj be Kl down hgic. Ha njt 
th>t when tha ho); spoatle uiranTOiie daepirft, the tMn Kiae to hii ajn. 
Whan tuhed the leaAon, he BnairBred that this nminded him ot hit daw 
Lord, vho, irhile they til elepE, kept wUoh for mil, uid, if the eoraiint 
happuMd to be dlaunngcd for imj of tbsm, would wttla (he poor eDn<& 
•calo vlthoul diataiUng the ileepai." 
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ST. UATTHZT. 63 

And geatleet art tKat mother's heart doth teach, 
Smoothing the pillow of her cradled pet. 
lEiTen BO low the Eternal's care doth reaoh, 
The slumberer's dress iu warmer folds to set, 
Wrapping them closer roundagaiost the night-dews 
wet. 

If not for this, for much of written lore 

We thank thee, Matthew, pensman of the Word ! 
But most that thou, alone of all the Four, 

Talbest to ub of Mar3''s epouee and lord. 

And hence the Churoh doth gratef ully accord 
The Foster-father's altar-prayer to thee — 

None higher could her liturgy afford ; 
Fraying, as I do now, that all, which she 
Fails else to gain, gained through thy prayers may be. 

Take, then, this lay, by filial love inspired — ' 

For words of love can reach e'en to thy throne — 
Uy loving words, how mean soe'er attired, 

On this thy Feast, dear Saint, thou'lt not disown. 

Ah, no ! but when my cheerful exile's fiown, 
When earth's long task is done, in realms beyond ■ 

Thou'lt smiling bid me welcome as thine own. 
And I shall be, as when my first life dawned. 
Thy namesake, client, child — more near, but not more 
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ST. MABT MAGDALEN. 
{J^ 22.) 

" If Thou wert here, my brother had not died," 
The mourner Thispers meekly through her tean ; 
But now her heart thrills vith strange hopes and 
fears, 

For He the Lord of lifo is by her side. 

" And Jeeus wept," and they who saw Him cried, 
" See how He loved him!" Then He spake the word 
Of power which in his tomb the dead man stirred 

And through his veins poured back life's crimson tide. 

Beside another tomb that mourner weeps. 
And, aa her tears falls fast, the angels say, 

" See how she loved Him !"8till her watch she keeps 
And murmurs—" they have taken Him away !" 

But He for whom she moums no longer sleeps— 
His night hath changed into eternal day. 
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ST. AGNES. 
{January 21.) 
OxcE there was a little maiden. 
Bright with thirteen Bouthern sumnierB.i 
Beautiful, and gay, and holy, 
And the maiden's name wbs Agnes. 

Fair of soul and fair of forehead, 
Meek as Bnow-Thit«, tender lambkin ; 
Snnny as the skies above her, 
And as pure and specklesa — Agnes. 

Long ago, in world still heathen. 
Sprang that flower and blossomed sweetly ; 
And the eyes that saw her loved her — 
Ifany sought the love of Agnes, 

But the ehild hath heard of Jesus, 
Virgin Son of Yirgin Mother ; 
Her young soul is wedded to Him, 
Earthly love is nought for Agnes. 

He from Heaven smiles on her fondly, 
Yearns to draw her nearer, nearer ; 
Barest flower of all his garden. 
Gleams the modest snow-drop, Agnes. 
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Will she, yearning as He yeametti, 
Like the sno'w-drop, melt eeronelyf 
Ah ! not thus died He who lores her — 
Death, a hero's death, for Ag:aeB. 

For that maiden y/ae a Roman — 
In her weakness, strongest, bravest ; 
Tirgin'a truth and martyr's courage 
Nerve the gentle, fawn-like Agnes. 

Firm she stands before the tempter, 
'Neath the tyrant's frown she pales not ; 
For she sees but Him who lovea her, 
Hears TTitti calling " Come, Agnes !" 

Near the throne of Him who lovea her, 
Crowned with red rose and white lily, 
Shines the little martyr- maiden : — 
Fray for us, ah I dear St. Agnes ! 
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ST. EMERENTIANA. 
{Janmry 2-1.) 
MiDTAT between the first and second feast 
Of blesBed Agnes, little mar^-maid, 
Tlie graceful fondness of the Church's heart. 
Each opening year, recalls with love and praise 
The beautiful and soothing memory 
Of yet another little martTr-maid. 
Agnes and Emerentiana, hail ! 

Their feasts come side by side, as side by side 
Their lot on earth, and now in heaven their lot ; 
For Emerentiana of St Agnes 
Was foster-sister, playmate fond and true, 
Partner in every task and sport and prayer : 
Kay, not in tvfrjf prayer ; ihe could not stay 
Till all the holy awful rites were done. 
But with the catechumens would retire, 
Hoping that soon, like Agnes, she might be 
Baptised into the perfect fold of Christ. 
Still nnbaptised, yet Christian to the core ; 
And she with her dear foster- sister loved 
To speak of Jesus and his Virgin Mother — 
Till all their longing was to prove their love 
For Him who for their love had lived and died. 
Agnes and Emerentiana, hail ! 



But Agues left ber Emereutiana, 

Left her to give lier virgin life and love 

To JesuB, wlio had whispered, " Agnes, come !" 

Eager through martyr-pangs she boundeth towarde 

Him, 
And leaveth Emerentiana lone ; 
And she can only weep upon the tomb 
Of her lost Agnes, out beyond the Gate 
Then Nomentana called, now Gate of Agnes, 
Whither already Christian pilgrims thronged 
To crave the aid and bless the name of Agnes. 

There found they her, the ruthless Pagan fiends 
Who slew her Agnes ; and her loving heart 
Swelled in her bosom, and she looked at them, 
And their bold, scowling eyes quailed 'neath her 

glance. 
While she rebuked their impious heathendom, 
And blessed aloud the ever-blessed name 
Of fesuB, in whose name her Agnes died. 
Again the demons rage, and, with their blades, 
Bush in blind fury on the tender child. 
"Bring me, Jesus, to thyself — to Agnee!" 
Thus on the grave of Agnes, martyr-maid, 
Gushes another spring of virgin-blood. 
And instantly, with radiant, wistful joy. 
Upon her lips the name of Jesns, Agnes — 
The love of Jesus, Agnes, in her heart, — 
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Baptised in her own joun^ virgin-blood, 
Above Iior darling foster-sister's grave 
The little Emerentiana dies. 
Agnea and Emerentiana, hail ! 



ST. DOROTHY. 
{Februarff 6.)* 
CoNSTAirnuB fills the imperial throne, 

Father to Conatantine, 
He, too, of mildness not unmeet 

To found the Christian line. 
But Biocletian's code at times 

Tet wreaks its bloody will — 
As waves will toss, and foam, and fret 

After the storm is still. 

Before the ruthless Gkivemor 

Of Gappadocia stands 
The high-bom maiden Dorothy, 

Serene, with folded hands. 
Her brow is fair, her cheek is red. 

Her laugh breaks low and clear ; 
And young she is and innocent — 

And wherefore stands she here ? 
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Hut here are only smiles for her, 

And oounsela tindly meant ; 
" Blench not, fair maiden,'' smirka the Judge, 

" Thou art but hither sent 
To check those foolish, slanderous tales 

Which link thy honoured name 
With his— the Wretch of Galileo— 

Who died the death of shame." 
" Who died the deadi of shame," she criea, 

" To BBve the souls He made, 
And for our ransom, on the Tree 

His last red life-drop paid. 
Be glory to the one true Ood, 

One God in Persona Three ! 
Be glory to the Eternal Son, 

Jesus who died for me 1" 
"Hold!" yells the angry QoTemor, 

" This impious jargon cease. 
Adore the goda whom all adore, 

And live thy life in peace. 
Adore or die !" — " Or die ?" she saith : 

" Choose sterner threat than this, 
For death is but the golden gate 

To radiajit homo of bliss— 
That garden fair, whose autumn fruits 

'Mid flowers of springtime gleam; 
Nor blight nor tempest dares to break 

The roBc'e summer dream. 



ST. DOKOTBY, 

Ah, miglit I fade from thia dark eaitli, 

Melt quite awB7, and flee 
To Him, my Lover and my Lord, 

JeeuB who died for me !" 

The young Theophilus o'erhears 

The maxlyr'8 raptured aighs, 
Asd with a not ungeneiouB scorn, 

" Dorothy," he crieH, 
" If flowers and rosy f mita are there 

Tn thia rude season found, 
Send me a few." — " I -will," she saith. 

The snow was on the ground. 

The girl hath braved the tyrant's rage ; 

All tortures, threats, ate vain. 
Now butchers eager press, their steel 

In virgin blood to stun ; 
While at the last before her kneels 

Ton beauteous smiling child, 
A basket in his tiny hands, 

With fruits and fl6w'rets piled. 

" Take these uuto Theophilus : 

Say Dorotby hath cried 
To heaven for mercy on his soul, 

Ere with glad heart she died. 
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Tell him I go, and ho shall come 
Where flowers aad fruits abound 

Of softer sheen, of suimier tint." — 
The snow was on the ground. 

The snov shone white o'er all the ground, 

Saye where the rub; gush 
From that young fearleas Christian heart 

Forced pagan earth, to blush. 
St. Dorothy is throned on high, 

Close, doBO to Christ, her Spouse ; 
And by her side Theophilus, 

With laurel round his brows. 
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ST. MONICA. 
{May A.) 

AxosQ the sainted matrons whom we honour 

With Maas and matin song, 
On* draws the gaze of filial love upon her 

From all the throng. 
Next to St. Anne, the Blessed YirgiD'a motiier, 
I prize Bt. Monica o'er evei; other. 

Great is the glory of Angnstiiie— high 

His place on earth, in heaven. 
But if St. Uonica with prayer and sigh 

Less hard had striven 
To bring the child forth to his truer birth, 
What were his fame in heaven, and e'en on earth ? 

His father's name to us is nothing strange — 

" Patrick," but ah ! no saint. 
Saint surely she who all so soon could diange 

That pagan taint — 
Who wept and prayed, and suffered till she won 
Her heathen husband, her half-heathen eon. 
6 



Have you not seen them* edtting on the beach f 

The younger face leas fair — 
They talk not, 'tia aodety for eaoh 

The other's there — 
Hands interlaced, deep eyes uptoraed in thought : 
Their hearte blM» God, vhoBe grace the change hath 

■wrought. 
Hid in her eon, yet many a touching trace 

In Austin's page we find. 
Which ehova her like to him not more in face 

Than royal mind. 
Another item for the common story — 
Koy large a mother's part in hero's glory. 

St. Monica, still many a mother shares 

Thy strong maternal faith, 
Still sheds euchbilter tears, Btill breathes such prayers, 

To save from death 
Some soul perchance from all hearts else exiled 
As vile or vicked, yet her child, her child ! 

Fray for the' wretched motheni who this hour 

Weep for the doubly dead. 
Weep for the cherished vanderer, and shower 

Tears on hU head, 
Whose f aulta and sins tronld weaiy out all others. 
Save the meek heart of Jeans, or a mauler's. 
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ST. MOTfJCJA. 75 

Wlien tliou liadBt longer been away from eftrth 

Than she (Qod rest her!) jet 
Who did far more for me than give me birth. 

Whose cheek vaa vet 
With tears less bitter (Qod be thanked) than thine, 
Austin asked prajrere for thee— and I for mine. 

Be Monicat, oh, mothers ! pray and veep, 

Send ceaseless sighs to heaven, 
That ye for heaven and Ood secure may keep 

Whom Ck)d has pveu. 
Love them, bat save their sonls at any cost — 
" The child of holy tears cannot be lost." 



ST. PATEIOZ. {March 17.) 
(A.D. 372-464.) 
Oh high, before the throne of Qod, 

Amid the saints who share 
The glory and the blessedness — 

Is there no loving care 
For us, who* in this tearful vale 

Sovn far below sustain 
The weary fight which they have fought, 

The crown they've gained to gain ? 



All ! one dear aomt forgets ufl not, 

But from the bliss of heaven 
Yeama fondly tow^ards that spot of eaitlt 

To whidi hifl life was given ; 

Father of many children strewn 

O'er every land and wave, — 

The Guardian Angel of our race, 

To cheer, and guide, and save. 

He came a captive to these shores ; 

But once again he came, 
" A conqueror to conquer," 

In the might of Peter's name. 
And to our sires what Pontiff sent 

Of Gbrist the welcome tale? 
The smiter of the wretch who dared 

Christ's Mother to assail ! 

'Twas Celestine whose voice of power 

At Ephesus proclaimed 
That she, the lowly vi^iu, mus^ 

" Mother of God" be named. 
And while earth's bosom towards its Qneen 

Thrills thus with warmer glow, 
Again that voice is raised — to bless 

Our own Apostle. "Gol 

" Go in the name of Mary's Son— 

Go, Patrick, forth, and bring 
Yon lone green Isle beneath the swaj 

Of Christ oux Sariour-Eing. r- .,,1,, 



ST. PATBICK. 7 

Go forth, and wtest tliKt race of bouIb 

Prom beathendom and hell. 
Qo fortli !" — He vent. What patr6n saint 

E'er did his work so irell ? 

He came from Borne and Oelestine. 

Bt. Oelestine ia dead : 
But Ohriat for erer lireB, and now 

Beigns Leo in his stead, 
Upon that throne which towen on high 

O'er falsehood, sin, and time, 
lake to the marvellous dome that orowns 

St. Peter's fane sublime. 

That Hirone is still of ChriBtiaa souls 

The pilgrim-ahrine, the home, 
The dtadel of Ohrist^dom : 

And still from soverei^ Borne 
The shepherds of our souls receive 

The missioii Fatriok sought ; 
For they hut finish Patrick's work. 

And teach aa Fatriok taught. 

^us, ever since, to Irish hearts 

TJnuttOTably dear 
Each instinct of that holy Faith 

Which Fatriok planted here ; 
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Dear and more dear the Mothep-maid, 

Whose Infant tre adore, 
And Ireland ever Catholic 

And Bonuui to the core. 

So hath it been throoghont our past, 

With all ite fruitful tears. 
So be it in the eabtler strife 

Perchance of future years : — 
The soul of Ireland fixed tor ajo 

In faith and patient hope, 
True to Qod's Kother and God's Church, 

St. Patrick and the Pope. 

It shall be so. Oh, grant it, (3od ! 

By thy Almighty love. 
Until the last of Celtic race 

Hath joined his kin above — 
Last of the myriad souls elect 

To Patrick's bosom given : 
On earth our father, father still 

Before God's throne in heaven. 
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BLESSED IMELDA* 
(SepUmifT 16.) 
" FooB little linelda, why dost thou weep ?" 
She Btiivefi through her sobbing to answer : "The^ 

keep, 
They keep me from Jesus! There's Agues aud 

Kate, 
And my oooBius are ready — Imelda must wait. 

" 'Poor Imelda must wait,' said my nun yesterday — 
The nun at whose girdle I best love to play — 
Even she who is always so kind, oh 1 so kind, 
' You must wait, poor ^elda' — the tears made mo 
blind! 

" For you know I'd been hoping; ay, ever bo long ; 
And I thought that my Saviour — ^perhaps it is 

wrong 
To think so — but sure He would not turn away 
If they let me creep olose to hie altar to-day. 



* Tl< atoTT of tUi Holabls htOt maityi of Fint C< 
men tliui nran Jaai old) li toM mon fullr In two holr uid beaatlfnl 
Toliuau otvetBg, ISmei tn thi NigM, b; Uie lut uid but biogni,ph«r at SL 
Citbaiiiw d[ BitDiia, and Voictt/r<m the Htart, b; Sister MB17 Alphouiiu 
(EU™ Downing). 
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" Tliere they kned in vhite dreseee, so happy, so 

good — 
la their hands waxen tapere are bmning. Ah ! 

Tonld 
That I, too, were kneeliug among them, — but, no ; 
Imelda's too young and too foolish to go. 

" Alas ! I'm too young ; conain Mary's eleven, 
And my mother has told me I'll only be seven 
Next birthday. Yet, Jesus, sweet Jesus, you'll 

smile 
On your little Imelda, and love her the while." 

So she kneels in a corner, away from the <30wd 
Of girls in white dresses, and prays half aloud : 
" Oh ! come to me, Jesus, m(fflt loving, most dear ; 
Gome nearer, come nearer, thy poor child is here." 

He comes. On the altar the priest tumeth round, 
The little hearts flutter, the warning-bells sound. 
Eeee Agma ! What meaneth that flash through 

the aisle? 
Poor little Imelda, why dost thou smile ? 

The priest's hand is empty. Above the child glows 
A star of flame. Towards it the trembling priest 

goes. 
Whom Imelda so yearned for has pitied her sighs, 
And happy tears gleam in her dark, wistful eyes. 



BLEBSES lUEUlA. Bl 

TIls loret of cMldren her youth haa for^ven, 
Sheffdntsinherjoy. Is this death ? ItiBheaven. 
To her neet on high Boareth the innocent dove. 
In her first, last conununion, thus dying of love. 

*Mid the youngest whose glory Btreams down on 

OUT sight, 
From the home where she sparkles vi& love and 

with light; 
Bobed in white, with white lilies less white than 

hor brow — 
Dear little Imelda will pray for ua now. 
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ST. THOMAS AaUINAS. {MareA 7.) 
[a.d. 1226-1274.] 
Oh ! great AquinaB ! high thy forehead raiees 

Xts ample dome the cherubim emoiig ; 
Tet earth but seldom deigns to hjmn thy praises, 
Nor ever Irish heart with English tongue. 

And wherefore now a tribute to thy glory ? 

I love all saints, yet sing not every one. 
Why is this breast so drawn unto the atorjr 

Of gloriotu Dominic's more glorious son ? 

Another father claims my soul's allegiaace 
Who came for thine three centuries too late : 

Yet doth he bid us in the lofty regions 
Where thou art lord, thy rule to venerate. 

Thou, too, the patron art of sacred science, 
And all condemned to pour o'er musty tomes 

Must learn of thee to set their last reliance 
On the meek wisdom from on high that comes. 

With gentler memories love's tide is swollen — 
If soul so scant may hold a swelling tide ! — 

By one dear sister hath thy name been stolen 
To mark her as the Bridegroom's happy bride. 



ST. lEOUAH AQtrtNAS. 83 

Another, bom upon thy feast, or near it. 

Hath from the cradlo gloved with love divine 

For thee and for thy Eucharistic Bpirit, 
Whereof, through heiB, a spark hath kindled mine. 

Thus have I learned with tenderest lore to lore thee , 
Yet more for thine own wondrous works and words ; 

Apostles, martyrs, may not rank above thee — 
More wasting toils thy bookworm life affords. 

Ne'er hast tliou trod the scaffold of the Neros, 

In penal exile never didst thou pine ; 
Yet in the bead-roll of the Church's heroes 

Gleams there no grander, loftier name than thine. 

^terpreter of each most darksome mysteiy, 
Subtlest of thinkers earth shall ever see ! 

E'en the glib pensmaa of the world's bad history, 
The learned sceptic, dares not sneer at thee. 

Singer of sweetest songs* that haunt the altars 
Where our dear Pelican by stealth abides t 

Our lore grown cold, our faith that pines and falters, 
Each fiery word which thou hast left us, chides. 

•Amoogit othen, the magnifloent Latida iSitn, the VTbiun Sitptrnunt, 
■nd tba AilorP it dtntt. Id Ui« Itiit Meon the apitUet iJladed to in th« 
nut line— i*!* fitlitiKu, Jim Demhu /— whloh msj- be explained b; thew 
voids from one of Uomvi Uelodies :— 
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Oh, fifth Evangelist of holy learning t 
To Jolin in Patmos mandate gave the Lord, 

" Write !" But more blessed thou this tribute earn- 
ing: 
' ' Well hast thou tmtten, Thomaa — what rewardP" 

Be oura thine answer when the choice is given, 
Were wealth and fame but waiting for a nod : 

" Ah ! we have little wrought, have feebly etrlTen — 
For all no guerdon aave thyself, God !" 



ST. FEAN0I8 OP AflSISI. {Oetoher 4.) 

[A.D. 1182-1226.] 

Si. Fkasois of Asaisi, the seraph-saint of love, 

Christ's glorious jwc«r«%, fixed all hla hopes above. 

He cared not for the sorrows or the shame and pain 

of life, 
And of his wounds he recked not in the ardour of the 

strife. 
" Uy God, my ^!" he murmured, and yearned for 

nought beside ; 
He lived on love of Jesus, and 'twaa of love he died. 

Hifi heart was large and tender, he loved the beasts 

and birds; 
His twittering Bister-swallowB listened silent to his 
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ST. FKANCIS OF ASSIfil. 65 

The cruel wolf of Qolibio hie gentle glance coitld 

tame, 
And to hia whispered bidding obedient it became. 
Before the murderous brigand with prayen and 

tears he f ell— 
"On thine own soul have mercy!"— 4nd he sared 

that soul from hell. 

St. Franois of Assira is glorions now in heaven, 
And e'en on earth has genius its richest trihate 

given 
To him the poor and lowly who only loved the cross, 
And looked on wealth and honour as f oolishnees and 

dross. 
Brave warriors, bright maidens, soon dead, forgot- 
ten long — 
Bat Francis still is living in our hearts and in our 
song. 

On the snowy heights of Dante thou, Francis, hast 

thy place ; 
Thy I^etti oharm us with subtleet, rarest grace. 
The- pathos of thy story the poet's soul has fired. 
The highest flights of Bossuet have been by thee 

inspired; 
And Oiotto, Perugino, hare laid in homage meet 
Their art's divinest treasures beneath thy pierced 

feet. 



86 UADONSA. 

But gentle Father Francis irill bid us link his name 
'With those who in his footsteps to the Heart of Jemis 

came — 
Good Brother Qiles, and Bernard, the first to join 

the Saint, 
And Juniper, and Leo, bo holy and bo quaint, 
And all the thousand thousands who have faated, 

preached, and prayed 
In the brovn Francisoan habit— ne'er may its gloiy 



Great Saint! on earth thoa madest meek Forerty 

thy bride. 
And on the cross with Jesus thy flesh was cmdfled. 
May I, in coward's measure, partake thy blissful 

pain, 
That somewhere in Christ's kingdom I too at length 

may reign ! 
To think of thee, St. Franois, is both a joy and fear, 
For /must win that heaven which cost thee not too 

dear. 
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ST. FEANOIS DE SALES. {January 29.) 
[a.d. 1S67-1627.] 
Hia feast is come — ^the meek, the etrong, 

The eloqneat and genial saint' 
Who toiled for aoula bo well, bo long, 

And warmed the cold aad cheered the faint. 

HiB were all virtnes. Burning zeal 
B7 patient wisdom checked and taught ; 

A hand to help, a heart to feel — 
True charity in word, deed, thought. 

Clenius was his. His voice had power 
O'er the proud great ones of hie time. 

Grim Unhelief and Doubt would cower 
Before his intellect sublime. 

And Btill his words our hearts delight — 
. His massive thought, his fancy's play, 
Hia diction clear, and fresh, and bright, 
Tender, serene, and gravely gay. 

We love him as a father still, 

A holy bishop like our own. 
We've read his books and letters, till 

He seems like one we've seen and known. 



And noT Us feast is come, and here 

Into glad prayers and smiles we break. 
Though for his sake the day is dear, 

'Tis dearer for Buother's sake. 
It is our mother's festal day, 

And filial, grateful hearts like onrs 
Wonder that 'neath its welcome ray 

E'en winter bursts not forth in flowers. 
For flowers she'll take tiiese bnda of song: — 

For roses, Boearies— kind thoughts 
That now within oux bosoms throng, 

Hail Marys and forget-me-nots. 
Her feast-day comes in winter-time : 

And, like her patron's marvellous toils, 
Hers, too, lie 'mid the wintry clime 

Where heresy has gathered spoils. 
But heresy and languid faith. 

And faith unwanned by charity, 
Impatient pain, unhopeful death — 

These yield to such as he and she. 
She bears liis name, she plays his part ; 

What he has writ she acts it out, 
Teaching Clod's love to many a heart. 

And guiding souls in life devout.* 

■ Tha beat known of th« viitiBEa sf St. Fnndi an hii " TnatlH BB tlM 
Loreof Ood."udhu"Iiitrodniitiontoa Derout LUa." TUl plMI WM 
mitten tor a ConTaiit of Xatj in th« ngrtbof Inlud. imUtdoTB I7 ao* 
irbou patron I> S(, Fnimii de SalH. 



BT. FRAirOIB DE BALES. 

Fitly Ms name she bears : for ho 
Had dared the first to wish and plaa 

Sisters of Mercy, " bond yet free," 
To tend the siok and work for man ; 

Therefore did he his daughters place 
Beneath the YisitatioD'B shade. 

Such was Jane Frances for a space, 
Until their purpose was gainsayed. 

Not yet God willed it. IPrancis' Nuns 

Within their holy cloister lurk ; 
But we (poor, feeble, helpless ones I) 

Must in our way do Francis' work. 
Long may the help us with her care, 

Whose joyful feast we keep to-day. 
Ood's dearest blessings may she share 

Here and hereafter ! So we pray. 



h. Google 



TO ST. IGNATTUS LOYOLA {July 81) 
FomrsEB of the SooiErY of Jebus. 
[a.d. 1491-1556.] 
80 many a tribute of homage and lore 
To patrons and friends 'mid the blessed abore, 
And none to my Father ! Forgive me, great saint, 
That never — for words are so feeble and faint- 
No, never before have I Htriven to tell 
What 70U and the God of my heart know full well ; 
The filial devotion which bums in this breast 
For founder and father the wisest and best. 

Dear Father Ignatius, I wish I could feol 
That fervour of faith and that ardoigr of zeal 
Tou felt in your worst, unregenerate days. 
I almost am tempted to envy and praise 
What aeoms to be laid to j/our charge as a sin ; 
The doubt which, your rough soldier-days, you 

were in 
If ohivahy did not compel you to smite 
The Moor who once dared in your presence to slight 
The virginal honour of Mary our Queen — 
That blow no ungenerous crime would have been. 



Brare soldier of Spain, braver soldier of God ! 
HoTT hard and how nig^;;ed tho pathway yoa trod. 
Manreea seema easy compared with the school 
"Where you in ripe manhood became like a fool, 
Behearsing your ^ammar with children once more. 
Your voyage to Palestine's mystical shore 
Was less than the jonm^ to olasB day by day — 
Bat tiat, St. Ignatius, was always your way : 
To use the means fittest for gaining your end, 
While begging of Ch>d special succour to lend- 
To ii>irinlf from no labour or danger or care, 
To work as if nothing depended on prayer, 
And then, as if all with God's clemency lay, 
Host earnestly, constantly, humbly to pray.* 

How grand must your nature have been, and your 

heart. 
Bo deep and enduring a stamp to impart 
To Xavier and hundreds of heroes since then. 
Yoa truly are one of the leaders of men ; 
You lead tibem to God. Oh ! the dupe and the 

knave 
Who at you and your ohildren carp, snarl, and. rare, 
They know you not, Father Ignatiiu ! but I 
Know well you and youra, and full gladly would 

die 

• Than thtM lloM *» rau of St. Igiuttiiu' nuiinu TurilM. 



92 SUDOHITA.- 

Your hononi and theirs to attest. Oroel aliaiiie, 
Tliat not the bad onl; ehotild elandw and Uame 
The Company banded by Oaptain ao great I 
Let Heresy give them the praise of its hate ; 
Let sensnal, proud unbelierera detest — 
The demons of hell know their enemies bast — 
But ye who love Jesus, rejoicing applaud 
All, all vho are striding to win imto Ch>d 
The souls Jeans died for. 

When earth's war is done, 
Ignatius, what captive hosts ffou shall have won 1 
Great Xavier's magnificent soul youi first spoiL 
And BO all the marvellouB fruits of his toil ; 
And all who your Sag to the end shall uph<dd — 
CanisiuB, Alphonsus, the laybrother old ; 
The three youthful sainta to the youthful so dear ;* 
De Britto and Suarez, unlike in their sphere ; 
Francis IRegie at home drawing thousands to Ood, 
And Olaver, apostle of negroes abroad; 
De Lugo and Bellarmine, who teachers teaoh, 
With Segneri, BourdaJoue, mighty in speech j 
And Bouthwell, tme poet, true martyr ; St. Jure, 
Bodriguez, ascetics large-minded and sure ; 
With all who your wise, gentle spirit and rule 
Have followed in pulpit, confessional, school; 

* St. Stwiilaiu Xostks, St. Alojitiu 6«iuga, Mid lUiiiiiil JokB 
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TO ST. lair^TniB lotola. 93 

And all vho have strireii to sanctify men 
By pnijer and example, tlie voice and tlie pen ; 
And all who have laboured and labour unknown, 
And thns shall toU on till the last tnunp has blown : 
In all that each one of your children endures, 
A share shall for ever, I^:nat3aB, be tootb. 

^inatias, a saint ere your earli^ vow, 

A hero, an angel — ^what must you be now ? 

How vile seemed the earth when you looked up to 

heaven!* 
To God and his gloiy your grand soul was given ; 
God's gloij alone was your joy and your pride, 
" Tor God's greater glory " you lived and yon died. 

Oh, great St. Ignatius, look down from your throne, 
And do not the leoMt of your children disown ; 
Pray, pray for ub unto the Father of all, 
Through whom and in whom you our father we 

call. 
And we — may we each, in our place and our day. 
Work for God while obedience guides safely our 

way; 
May each to each duty, how humble soe'er. 
Give soul and sense wholly, with faith and with 

prayer ; 



* Quua Midtt tan dnm ocelum Hpldo. 
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94 UASONKA. 

May each, to your ■war-cry* uiLfimdiingly true, 
LiTO and die as the son of suoh father should do 
And be it to all — yes, to all of us — given 
To meet as your cMIdren, Ignatios, in hoaTen. 



ST. AL0T8IU8 60NZAGA. (Am 21.) 
[A.D. 1568-1591.] 

ALOTsniB, dear yoong saint ! 
Help at thy hands I eome to daim ; 

It cheers me, when my soul is faint, 
To tliinTr of thee, to name thy name. 

1 yearn to thee as to a brother, 

A brother gone to God before — 
I love thee next to Uoiy Uother 

In Him vhom she and thou adore. 
I love but Him and her above thee, 
And more thou wouldst not let me love thee. 

The hoary Saints of mien austere, 

Kapt eye and venerable form, 
y^e thin^ of them with reverent fear— 

They cannot win a love so warm 

* Ad itt^rtn JM floriaa. 



ST. ALOTSniB aOVZAQA, 95 

As thon with tlune unwrinkled brow. 
Thy youthful heart and youthful face, 

That smile that gleama upon me now, 
And all th; noble modest grace. 

For ah ! too quickly home thou hastod — 

Thy twenty twelvemonths were not wasted.* 

Thy sun went down before its noon, 

That should hare lit up noon and eren — 
A few short hours it shone, but soon 

Its mild light faded from our heaven. 
The ripe fniit could not keep its hold ; 

Its rich load snapped the boagh in twain — 
God would not wait tUl thou grew old. 

To daap thee to his breast again. 
So, young yet old, in sainthood hoary, 
Closed, high-bom angel ! thy brief story. 
And here is one who fondly bears 

Deep in his heart thy sacred name. 
And wears the habit that he wears 

Partly that thuu hast worn tlie same : 
Brother to little Stanislaus, 

Ignatius' child as thou and he — 
Oh ! by the love such kinship draws, 

Act a true brother's part to me. 
Though sins on sins unworthy prove me. 
Dear Aloysius ! try and love me. 

• St AloyHui died tt early diwa of Tniu SI, IJSl, mged twrntj-tlma 
jem, thiee monthB, mi alerrm dKji. 



I pray as thou ttyself hast prayed, 

While thoQ didst linger here below ; 
And, as the saints then lent thee aid, 

Thou'It help me in thy turn, I know. 
Ah I help me, help me in my need — 

Help me to work, to love, to pray — 
Help me ! I need thy help indeed : 

Turn not thy sweet young face away. 
Tom not away thy face, dear Lewis, 
But turn it, beaming kindly, to us. 



TO ST. STANI8LATTS KOSTKA. {Nbo. 13.) 

[A.D. 1550-1668.] 
Yes, let me dare the lore to say 

That's throbbing for thee in this heart, 
For dearer and more dear each day. 
Sweet little Stanislaus, thou art. 

So amiable art thou and mild, 
OuilelefiB and gay and kind to all. 

The youngest and the fairest child 
Of him whom I too Father call. 

Brother ! But that name points to thee 
Tortured for years without complaint. 

Ah I how had Paul the heart to be 
So cruel towards his little saint ? 
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TO ST. BTAlIIBLA.ua EOBTEA. 97 

Of piinoel; birtli, of graceful form, 
With Tinning: manners, talenta rare, 

High-ewelling hopes, afiectious wann^- 
What from the world th; soul can tear ? 

To thy aick-couch doth Haiy bring 
The healing grace — then lends to thee 

To fondle in thy arms ttie King 
Whose knight she bids thee live to be. 

Twice, too, that loving Lord, unknown 

E'en in his EuchariBtdc guise. 
Nor borne by priestly hand, has flown 

To hush thy pining amorous Bighs. 

And years before, his Kame o'er thee 
Gleamed on the Polish mother's breast — 

For Ood wonld mark thee his, as we 
Some favourite book, with name and creet. 

And BO, brave boy ! on fire with love 
For Him who claimed thee thus ere birth. 

Since thou not yet may'st flee above. 
Thou Beek'st his Brotherhood on earth. 

And after weary toils and care. 

At sainted Borgia's feet thou prayoBt 

To be of those who meekly bear 
The Name of names — and there thou stayest. 

cnniprh.GoOglc 



ThuB, Eloatba, oped thine elgliteeiiili year : 
A noTioe then nine months at Eome, 

Dear to all hearts — to God, so dear 
He bode thy Mother call thee home. 

At dawn of her own parting-day, 
Aa thou hadst prayed and prophesied, 

Thy happy spirit brofee away, 
Dying of love as she had died. 

Oh, sweetest, lor^eat saint in heaven ! 

Forgive love's tone, too free and wild. 
To children childish names are given. 

And thou art such — God's darling child. 

Angd of God I We sometimes dare 
To call thee so — and well we may, 

For angels could not be more fair. 
And thou art pure and bright as they. 

Angel in death, iu life, in birth — 
Angel in form, in heart, in tongue — 

Oh ! God be blessed for blessing earth 
With saint so gentle, fair, and young ! 
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BLESSED JOHN BEBCHMAN8, 8.J. (Aug. 13.) 
[A.D. 1S99-1621.] 

<• Cam hi) Mbui Ubrata motta." 

" OiTB me my rule, my cross, my beads, 

With these three gladly will I die." 
A dying youth thus gently pleade, 

Smiling although his end is nigh. 
His role-boob in his hands they lay, 

And then his cmcifix ; and then 
The beads, plied briskly many a day, 

They twine ronnd book and cross again. 

" GIto me my mle-book, beads, and oross" — 

Familiar, faithful friends were these : 
Hie world's gay toys and gilded dross 

He from the first had spumed with ease. 
He feirently had told his beads, 

His role had kept, his cross had borne ; 
For him dow If ary intercedes, 

Who well had served her night and mom. 

Th ruU. To Duty's petty strife 
The rarest worth obedience lent : 

A taitti, because his daily life 
Was but his rule's embodiment, 



The Bitar-prayer of BerclmiaiiB' feaot 
Exalts tliat zesA which greatly prized 

The humblest duties and the least :* 
In him the rale is canonised. 

7^ eroM. " Bat my ohief cross shall b« 

The common life of dnty donef 
When — hoK — itMuie it pleases Thee, 

Whose crosB for me all grace has won." 
Oh, cheerful, meek, onsetfish saint I 

Teach us how sad, how sad the loss, 
One moment in the fight to faint — 

One moment shun out daily cross. 

7%« headt. ' ' I ne'er i^ rest until 
For her I feel the tendeiest loTe,J 

Who lored me firfit, and loves me still, 
With love a Uother's love above." 



Tlia prAyer of Bleaesd John Barohmazu' Mus mnd Offloa, to vhkh tiu 
thiid of ihm •tanraa itters, rune tlins ;— 

'■AlmlEbly Ood, oho but egtsbliilied tlie sdminblt Buiotitr of ths 
BtaHdJohn,tliyi»il(<BHir,iii big pDrTectobtarTULMOf isUgioaiiUwlpIiaa, 
■nd in the Innooaaaa of hlB life ; gnjit ua. by hiii meritfl And by hla prtyvt, 
gnoe ffttthfnUy to obaem thy oommuidiDeGti, sod ttrni to attain to parity 
of HHil uid body, thTDOfh Jdflti Cbrlat mrliOTd." 
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ICT TEBEE. 1 

80 day hj day he eaya her lieada, 
"Wliile in his eye the fond tear g^listou ; 

And hour by hoiu in oU his needs 
He ones to hex who smiles and listens. 

" Give me my beads, my ozoss, my rale — 

With these, vith these Fll die with joy." ' 
Ohrist hails him perfect in hie sohool, 

A hero-saint — that gnilelesB boy. 
Within his waated fingers pressed, 

Before his failing gaze they lie. 
With these threo shrined within my breast, 

I too wonld gladly, gladly die. 



MT THEEE. 

LoVxLT bloiOBoms of a fruitful tree, 
Seoi Aloysius, Berohmans, Stanislaus ! 
Sometimes, in all my love for you I pause 

To think how is it that I love you three. 

Saints nearer earth were surely beet for me. 
But why should I thus wonder at the oause P 
Is it not one of Nature's anoient laws 

That like attracted by unlike should be ? 
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And ao I plaoe mj special trust in you — 
Wlio are not saints, but angels, to our view — 

Aad not in those of less sublime degree: 
Oh! if that other maxim's true above, 
That th^ who love grow like to what thejr love. 

Then, blessed Brothers, make a saint of m«.* 



TO ST. JOHN FRANCIS EEG-IS. {Jm« 16.) 
[a.d. 1697-1640.] 

Fawknowthyname, StFranciaEegislt Few 
Beyond thy native hills pay homage due, 
Save those thy brothers and dear friends, who share 
That slandered name it was thy pride to bear. 
Nay, some who know thee need to ask thy claim 
To shining aureole and saintly fame. 
What wast thou? whathast suffered? whathastdone, 
That 'mid his -heroes Ood hath ranked thee one 7 
No novice-prince who, yet a boy, hath given 
Bonour, and wealth, andprouder hopes for heaven- 
No hennit hoar, who long, long years hath passed 
In lonely watchings and in cruel fast; 
No fiery martyr, who hath meek defied 
The l^rant at the stake, and smiling died. 
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TO ST. JOEIT TBAHOIS bsqib. 103 

Thy story reads not like a wild romanoe, — 
It never straja from poUsIied modem France, 
Whete, 'mid tlie rudest of her southern steeps, 
Its stream unseen, but fertilising, creeps. 
Yet in that homdy qihere of some score miles, 
What restless, tranquil zeal — what eaiutly wiles 
For luring souls to God! Ah, wherefore roam? 
Xhe hero finde a hero's work at home. 

Oh, thou hard-toiling missionary- saint ! 

Not thine in such dull martyrdom to faint. 

The winter's ice, men's freezing doubts and sneers, 

Chilled not thy glow, but thawed beneath thy tears. 

Datmtless in labour, patient to endure, 

The firm, the mild apostle of the poor. 

Fronds and Lewis here in one behold — 

Xavier at home, CKmzaga twice as old.* 

Ok, gray-haired Aloysius I Yes, that name 

Whenthouwaatyoungtthyylrtuea well might claim, 

Hadst thou, like bim, been early snatched away, 

Not left to bear the " hwden of the day." 

But thou liy'dst on, Oi>d spared thee to hie earth, 

Keeping thee innocent as at thy birth. 

That first true birth when o'er thy baby-brow 

The waters flowed, and left thee pure as snow — 



h. Google 



Pare none the less, when, after many a year 
Of earnest faith, of humble, loving fear. 
After great things for hit sate done and borne, 
God bade the peasant of the Yelais iftoum, 
Mourn f oi ^ loss. 

Oh, great St. Hegia, pray 
That we, thy brothers, in our meaner way 
Qod's work may do: from many a sonl to btmt 
The glittering fetters of the iing accursed. 
Teach ns to share thy burning, melting lovo 
For Him who on the right-hand reigns above, 
Yet hides upon our altars. Oh, great heart ! 
In tl^ rich treasures gain for us a part : — 
The meekness of thy strength, so gay, so sure — 
Thy wistful fondness for God's outcast poor — 
Thy yearning for the sinner, hate of ein — 
Thy £lial pride in her whose breast within 
Thy boyhood and thy manhood calmly sped. 
Ah t may she lead us on as thou wast led. 
She is the same great Mother still ; but we, 
St. Framns Begis ! are not like to thee. 
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MT SAINTS IN HEAVEN* 

I. — Sakoti. 

To those high soula whose changelees lots 

Are laid for aye in heaven's calm mirth, 
I dare to lift my yearning {hooghts, 

A sinner from this sinful earth. 
I gaze, and 'mid that countleBB host, 

That sing and shine before the throne, 
One gallant band attracts me most — 

My eye can rest on it alone. 
Its leader bears a martial mien, 

His glance is keen, his forehead broad ; 
Th»r» is the stamp of empire seen — 

He mnst have done great things for Ood. 
With filial reverence near him stands — 

More like a warrior-king than priest — 
Apostle of a hundred lands, 

The wonder-worker of the East. 

•muflntdlTUm of thlipoamnfanxoaDHdnlTtathsmioniisdJaDiti 
—St. IgutiTU, St. Fniidl Xnin, St. Tnnoii BcTgia (allndlng to • mil- 
known intddent In hk lif«) ; then to St. Staaliluu and St. AJoyiliu. St. Jolm 
Fnud* B^ia, and Bt Fnndi Joome. Xtie beatUM jMolti la Fut It. 
are docrilwd In thli older : Asdmr Boliola, John de Brltto, tha tfanc 
DUirtTn i>f Japaq ; and theji Patar GlaTer, Alphonenfl Bodrlguea^ and John 
BemluntiM. In Part III. nfueim ii niiide to Bleased Hargant If aiy Ala- 
eoqn*, Bt. TlKma> AqnlDU, Bt. Agnw, 8t Uuj H agdalane, St. Jaba tlia 
Bnntellit, and St, Uattbav. 
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And tten tlie duke of name abhorred — * 

Oil ! he had much and gave his all ; 
He could notbroolc to serve a lord 

For whom he soon might hear the pall. 
Kneeling dose, close to Mary's feet, 

Their arms roond one another twined, 
Two princely youths of aspect sweet, 

To Ood win many a youthful mind. 
France daims our next : with gentle mien 

Amid her rudest heights he went, 
Doing a hero's work unseen. 

By fasting, toils, and vigils spent. 
Calabria our latest gave — 

The missioDer of golden mouth ; 
By few yet known or cherished, save 

His brethren and his own fair South. 

n.— Beati. 

These are the heroes of our raoe. 

Whose praises through God's temple ring ; 
Whose costly shrines God's temple grace, 

Whose memories still fresh lustre fling. 
But unto others of that band 

Like homage shall ere long be given; 
Already some, by Bome's command. 

Are blessed hailed of earth and heaven. 
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UT BAnrra nr hxaten. 107 

Yes, Boon among her nobleat aaints 

The Church will rank that martyr brave, 
Whom to a deaUi which he that pEiints 

Feels his veins chilled, the coseacks gave. 
Leas brare than he who many a year 

Played the stem Brahmin's painful part. 
Waiting in solitude austere 

To win at last the Hindoo heart. 
Three martyrs,* strange in garb and air — 

Japan ! in these thy children see ; 
From thee their death, for thee their prayer. 

Yet still to idols bends thy knee. 
He, too, whose life's best hopes and prayers 

Were, as the foolish wise might say, 
Lost in dull, loathsome, secret cares 

. For the poor Hegro far away. 
Near Tiim his meek old master stands, 

Whose years in lowliest toils did jass ; 
The well-worn beads are in his hands. 

As when he used to serve at Mass. 
And he so late beatified, 

The Belgian youth eo gravely sweet ; 
Oh, may he, to our joy and pride. 

Our trio of boy-saints complete ! 

• Paul UIki, Jolm d« ODto, ud Janus Eini, utiTB JspaneH Joulti and 
mutjm, iTBr* Mnoniied cm WMt Sondsf, IMS. TlMsa lins vera written 
ttnXHjttMin^an. In thanooeedinglimbBlflHedBarohmAiumatifeourBe 
■( that date deaalbed u " not ;et baatifled." Uany sllien onghl noir, 
thank Ood. ^la tdied to OiitdirMoxi at BiatiSMitUiiii Jan. 



m. Patkomj. 
I IJ30S. tovardfi heaTen, and on the throng 

That gathers roimd GuipuBcoa'e knight, 
"Uy eye has gloated fondly long, 

Tet gliBtens with a freeli delight. 
On these with warmer trust I call. 

Striving their watchful love to please ; 
For, though I praise our God for all. 

My heart feels more at home with tbese. 

Noz from my brethren need my glance 

Stray far for her whose favoured part 
'Twos to Hd Jesus' knights advance 

The love of hia moat loving heart. 
Him, too, I love to whom Christ said — 

" "Well hast thou written — what reward ?" 
The angel meekly bowed his head : 

" None, none, save thine own self, Lord !" 
Near to the patron saint of yonth 

One younger gleams in ciystal calm — 
The martyr girl of Borne, in sooth 

The Shepherd's own most cherished lamb. 
Close to that sinless maiden steals 

The sinner gloriously forgiven ; 
With heari: on fire edie raptured kneels 

At her Bedeemer's feet in heaven. 



UT BAIine IN EEA.T8N. 

Yet aearer to the Lord, wlio lent 

Hia own dread name to us, " Ms least," 
Stands one dear patron more— he bent 

O'er Jeaus at tie parting feaat. 
Closeet I proBB to him whose name 

They gave me at the holy font ; 
Pew clients my apostle claim, — 

Ah ! let my fervour fiU the want. 

These are my saints. To these, to these, 

My worthless love I gladly pay ; 
And oft they've heatd me, on my knees, 

Say more than here Tve dared to say. 
These are my saints. And ah ! the rest 

Will not be jealous, tut pray too. 
Help me, Queen of all the blest, 

To Gome.at last to them and yon. 



TO MT ANGEL. 
Sfibit of beauty ! 

Lent me 9a guard, 
Hard is thy duty, 

Thankless thy ward : 
Pondly thou chidest 

Thy erring child- 
Near me abidest, 

While here exiled. 
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Hard is thy duty 
Uy soul to guiud. 

Spirit of beaa^ ! 
Wateh o'ertltyirard. 

Spirit of goodneea ! 

When I am wild, 
Chasten my rudeness, 

Angel most mild ! 
May my heart'a feelings, 

Gentle and &ee, 
Be pure revealings 

Of God and thee. 
Bear with my rudeness. 

Angel most mild ! 
Spirit of goodnesB ! 

Wateh o'er thy child. 

Spirit of power 1 

Baffle Uie foe 
Plotting each hour 

To work mo woo : 
Evening and morning 

Thou art still near ; 
"Whisper kind warning 

Into mine CEir. 
And oh 1 the hour 

When, foiled each foe, 
Spirit of power ! 

My crown thon'lt show. 
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Ill 

A8PIBATI0NS. 
l.—At Riting. 
Ajivtbxb. dsy begins for me . 

What day shall be my last ? 
Qraikt, Lord, that each bbt day may eee 
My heart more pore, more dear to Thee — 
And oh I forgive the past. 

11.— Through the Day. 
Fo^Te me, Lord, forgive me ! 

'Tifi all that I can sdy. 
I love Thee : make me love The« 
More truly day by day. 

With all my heart I love Thee and adore. 

Lord, make me love Thee more, and more, and more. 

in..— WMh Falling AiUtp. 
Lord JesuA, by that bittemesa 

Thou didst endure for me 
When Thou wast dying, dying, 

Upon the shameful Tree, 
And most vhen forth thy blessed soul 

Did from thy body go^ 
On my poor soul have mercy now 

And in its parting throe.* 



Coo'^lt: 



COLOPHON. 

Holt thoagiits and tender words 
Are at beet mere leaves and floTeia, 

But the fruita are g^eneroue deedfr— 
Where, all ! coward soul, are oim ? 

Quickly, quickly oomee the end. 

Qod forgive whaf 8 past and gone ! 
Uadoima ! my saints ! 

Fvay for me and help me on. 
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APPENDIX. 



BHTTHMUS AD SS. OOR JESIJ.' 
Coa Jem, cdt puriaBiiniiiu, 

Cot ara mnctitatul 
Cat menin pnrg» sordidnm, 

Infectum tot poccfttiB. 

Qui moTet tibi vomitum 
Auferto hinc te^rem ; 

Infunde Dovnm Bpiritum 
Et spiritoB f erroreni. 

Cot mits, cor humillimiun; 

Cor piduum booitatu, 
Cor tuo da Bimillimiun, 

Da jgnem caritatiB. 

Sed qnid? ri vel sanphico 

Amore cot flat^Tsret, 
Non tamen hoc iocendio, 

Non Batis ta amaTot. 

Ut ergo te diligere, 
Cot Jeen, poasim satis, 

Immenanm da, quo amaa me, 
Atdorem caTitade. 



* Tmulntal at pigs 44. 



Hoc, lioc amoriB joculo 
Cor meum Bccendatuii 

Et hiijiu ab iacendio 
In cinerea aolvatui. 



Aniore tui moriai, 
Cor JeHu, amor meus, 

Ut novo corde oidiar 
Amare te, Deusl 



AD B. V. MARIAM SINE LABE CONCEPTAH.* 

Vntoo virginum preeclau, 
PrxtBT omues Deo cxra, 

Domioatrix cielitum.! 
Fac naa pie te cantare, 
pTEedicare et amara, 

Aadi vota supplicum. 

Quia eat dignua laude digna 
Te laudare, O benigna 

Vii^o, fons carismatumi 
OratiiB est tota plena, 
Tota pulchra et seiena, 

Dei tabernaculum. 

UMAxa mt^pia tibi fadt 
Qui potene eat et adjecit 

Gratiam ad gratiam I 
Qui cceluin torramc^ue regit, 
Hatrom sibi te elent, 

Sponaum atque filiam. 



• Tniulat«d at psga 4V 
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T. ViinkV SINS LABK OONOEFTAM. 

Ante mnndum te dilectua 
EtpTfB omnibiu electuu, 

Otelorum delicias, 
A peecato Don rademit 
Sed jam antea ezeniit 

Emptorum priinitiaa. 

Vi^ vere beoodicta 
Oi^m nnnqatuQ as obetncta 

Hoccemeiilio} 
Sine labe ea concepts, 
H(i«no lapani erepta 

gumma privilegio. 

OonteudelMt certatnm 
Tone cum gratia mttura, 

Gratia pneTalnit , 
A peccato pT«eeerTatam 
Immauemque illibatam 
■ Mire te coDstituit 

Era DOTS doteb legisi 
Pnelectft aummi regis, 

Conaora ejus gloriie ; 
Ta draconem domuisti, 
Forti pede contriTiati 

Viotrix caput Satante. 

Semper fnlgens mnnda atola, 
Inter mundaa munda sola, 

Aacendisti aidera ; 
Supet affmina BBDctonun, 
Super chorOB Angelomm, 

Sceptra geria domiiia. 

Om nunc a dexbia Nati, 
Jugo aolvat ut peccati 
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QuoB Tederait saugiuDe ; 
Utuiiis tiue Btillant dona, 
Vitce fac cceleatis bona 

Et in no8 deflaete. 
Esto nobis mafia atella, 
Ne noB fluctuum procella 

Hayigantes obruat ; 
Ex qua salus est eiorto, 
Eato nobis cceli porta 

Qiue ad Titam patent. 

Virgo clemena, virgo pia, 
Due secnra dob in via 

Vit» per exilium ; 
Nos, O mater, hio tneie, 
Olim istic fac Tidere 

Te tunrnque Filinm. 

Facj te dace, nos orare, 
Vi^lare et certare^ 

Certos tun ^tiia ; 
Funde nobia pia dona, 
Cnstos, mater, et patrona 

Sanctaa aia Eccledia. 

Fac noa at&re fide vera, 
Oaritate, spe aincera, 

Absque culpce macula ; 
Qregem tibi sic dicatum. 
Jam a patribua aacratum 

Fiotegas in a«cula. 



IL NOME m MABIA SANTISSIMA.' 
Maria : lo dico e mi riauona appena 

Sul labbro il nome immacolato e santo, 
Chs la doglia del cor ai rasserena 
E si lasciuga au queati occhi il pianto. 
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i mhuine mhachAia 



Uaiia ! lo dico ed u: 

D' inefhbil piacer m' tnoada in Imito, 
Ohe ralma fuori di se eteasa mena 
Ond' ella di auo atato inf otm Eilqiiftiita. 

Haria : con questo iiome io to ricuio 
Infra i periglii e di deatin fuoeeto 
II pauiOBo minftcciai non euro. 

E qnando giunto all' ultimo momento 
Fik lo apirto f uggevole, cod questo 
Nome eul labbro io ro' morir contento. 



A mhtime ttili^diAin.* 

Ci atioif 1)0 thf p6-Jeipp ; 

le pp a'f te na amglib 

T>e rtiiopiib btiAtma— tj- T'eipp. 

An mf te ^n ig ceolpai), 

te btica '5 oeii-nga* an f^p ; 

A'r firtitodc 'oun>re, A mhicAip. 

CAbAipc T>CHhan A'r tiuite go t6ip. 

map i^, A niTmipe mhiiiip I 
An itc6ip fo, 546 ti, 
■Oe lipig 5tip Ab( teac-r* 
Ci t)eaf te m6pin btic. 
CtaoTiAmuiD jHoj-'d'a n-oj>piil, 
&'f upnuigce 'x ceoLca birni' 
peui opainn, a inhuipe tnhiraip, 
A'r bl ag ftfoeaiic tinn. 

A SiMet of Uenr hu gtrm lu thli Iriab Terrion ot Ctu 
1 » : "0 Hut, StKtmt Mother." 
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'Deapc 4mia,r, 6 Tdliutpe tnhitaip ! 
&lp 1)0 litAlnn, anti ]-o a ci, 
brfieann pnlEea* aip gnuir na ttl-^CAp 
'nuitfi ci enxjam eiLe gati ^pi*. 
if cfi bainplogan na b-T:Laicear 
&5 Iiiajal faoi gliip go bpic. 
&dc pij-, a mTimpe micaip, 
Feltd opamn ann vo gpi*. 

Alp A fon -00 gtaorb ope, "mhacaip," 
A'p A cug cfi inimn; map a' 5-ceuTm', 
Aip roi 'oo fnliic- ap m-bpAcaip — 
An c-aifiiin tin T>e feun. 
Alp xon T>o Epi<> ag tapa<> 
Ann 00 fijvoi'66 fin\, go ]Hop ; 
A tnhicaip! bl ap itliftatp I 
A'x W map tuTiiciip ffp- 



Clio 5pi*ihap map ci fl — 
■O'iomp6g nainn a puile. 
Si* bi& 'gamti r<5f a cpoiBe : 
San piai, aiic pSp 50 bpdnafi, 
Oip tog pnn aippi f ac 50 Leop ; 
ACc oeun pnigeaO 'pfp, aWlliitaip! 
Jan peaps dop ope niop m6. 

'8 an c-rampa* iHop na b-Tl-Aiceftri 
'tla m-biteann map Jpian an c>Uan ; 
'San Luacgiip a'p an folup, 
'SAn c-piaiiTireaj- pn 50 ciuin: 
beiAmiD a5 ^i*uga6 'p ag moLa* 
S an ilc pn— Eeal, 50 bpac : 
mi. "noif, a mhuipe m^i^aip ! 
miteapc cfl opamn 1.6 ^plt. 
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BT TES 8AUB AITEHOK, 

PrtM U. 6i,, uniform mth t}(U Volume, 

EMMANTJEL: 

% §ooh of (Suc^arislic Strata. 



J* Intwoyears "Euuahtbl" hMgonethroGghflve 
tioiu! at home and in the United States. It may be hsd 
either baudiioniel]' bound and printed on larger paper for 
eightaen-penoe^ oc in a cheap popular fonn for Bixpenoe. 

" Tonr very muiical and devotional poenu will, I ai 
. re, be onefnl and welcome to many hearts." — Cardinal 
Neurman. 

" It suppliea a want in oar derotioiuil poetrj'." — Cardinat 
JUanning. 

" I have read them all with the greatest interest, and 
n heartily Kla<^ that yon have collected, aa into a casket, 
I many holy tboaghte and harmoniooa nttenmces."- 
Denis Florence Mac Carihy, 

" I have read it veiy ciuvfully, and many of the poei 

ire than once. Their tone of devotion seems to me very 

beautifnl, nniting fervour with sobriety ; and they are 

eipreesed at once with aimplioity and patbo*." — Aubret/ de 

"Full of grace and beauty. The best religion* poetry 
we have met this long time,"— iJuJ^in Beview, 

" Une admirable collection de po^es oil sont chan' 
les merveilles et les douceurs anofliques du Sacrament 
Guchaiiatique. ' Emmanvtl ' devrait hire comme une so 
' 'ade mecum pour lea Ames qui rechcrclient I'nnion a 
ite avecDieu,BartoutavecleDiBade I'Eucharistie.''— 
Propagaiettr Cathoiigue. 

" Poems as pretty as they are pious, agraceful tribute to 
the Bleaaed Sacrament. "—5'Ae Mimth. 

" It wiU meet with prompt and warm recognition from 
all cultured readera. Its merits are of a high order." — "" 
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